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Fine * Virginia’ Cigarettes 20 for 3/8 a ALSO Abdulla Turkish and Egyptian 


ABDULLA 
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The clouds like galleons overhead — the grass like velvet underfoot. The 
crisp, satiny coats of the horses—the bright splendour of the jockeys’ 
silk. Off at ten past three... and home at 20 to 1. And for perfection, 


one thing more 
ae 


ABDULLA N27 


& co. LIbD ° NEW BOND STREET LONDON 
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The latest types of 
Hoover Cleaner — 
quality higher 
than ever! 


WHY GO ON wearing yourself out, trying to 
keep your carpets and the rest of your 
home clean by old-fashioned methods, 
when you can have the latest type of 
Hoover to do the job properly? The 
Hoover is the World’s Best Cleaner, and 
in the latest post-war models. quality 
and efficiency are higher than ever 
before. Supplies are limited, so for 
early delivery see your Authorised 
Hoover Dealer now. ‘There is a 

Hoover Cleaner for every size and 

type of home—prices from 
£10.10.0 to {21.0.0 plus pur- 
chase tax. 


%* Cleaning Tools 
now available 
— see your Authorised 
Hoover Dealer 


TRADE MARE 


BEATS....af ct Sweopt...al it Chant 


HNOOVER LIMITED + PERIVALE + GREENFORD + MIDDLESEX 


Preparing 


to be a 


Beautiful 


Lady 


Marjorie-is making sure that the dolls House will be spic and span 
for the party! Marjorie plays with her dolls by the hour —and it is 
delightful to watch her as she plans exciting events in their lives! 
With that fresh young beauty and delicate colouring she will have an 
exciting life herself when she grows up! Mummy is guarding 
Marjorie’s good looks carefully with Pears Soap and clear water— 
surely “ Preparing her to be a Beautiful Lady”. 


PEARS SOAP 


We regret that Pears Transparent Soap is in short supply just now 


A. & F. Pears Ltd. TP 264/1059 


EEP, peaceful sleep is the only complete and 
satisfying form of rest . . . and you will be wise 
to do everything possible to ensure it. : 

WV A regular bedtime cup of ‘Ovaltine’ will prove a 

great help. Its delicious creamy, soothing nourishment does 
much to relax the tired body, calm the nerves and provide the 
conditions most favourable to sleep. 
While you sleep, the special nutritive properties of ‘Ovaltine’ 
assist in restoring body and mind, renewing strength and 
energy, so that you awake bright-eyed and cheerful . . . feel- 
ing and looking your best. 


The Worlds Best Night-cap | 


Postage of this issue—Great Britain and Ireland, 2d. Canada, 1d. 


Elsewhere Overseas, 14d. 


WM thy The 
. .. Where an AB Cooker is installed. Round-the- 


clock cooking facilities for 2 to 20 people and a 
constant hot water supply from one unit and one fire. 


¢ That’s economy for you ! Other superiorities include 
> ‘balanced oven heat to improve cooking. . . automatic 
b fuel feed to save labour...smart cream and 


black vitreous enamel 
finish and concealed hinges to ensure 
comeliness and cleanliness. 


Inspect an AB Cooker at our Showrooms or write for details to Department D 
FEDERATED SALES LTD 80 GROSVENOR STREET * LONDON W1 
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| | HOW TO CUT DOWN YOUR P.P.D. 
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A good stock of 


ready-to-wear 


LOUNGE SUITS 
Four Square men light up less often— 


. + allows you some choice of get the same satisfaction from fewer 


pattern, cloth and style. Original Blends : Pipes Per Day. The reason? Prime 

Matured Virginia and - tobacco leaf skilfully blended to burn 

0 S ree cool and sweet to the last shred. Four 

MOSS BR Cut cake, mixture, ripe Square is a really weefhwhite 
OF COVENT GARDEN brown, curlies. economy ! 1 


THe COMPLETE MAN'S STORE 


Temple Bar 4477 
—a most satisfying economy! 


Aldershot, B th, Bristol, Camberley, 
Manchester, Portsmouth, York. 


always 
wears and recommends - 


LOTU 


* 
70° PROOF 


THE RUM that’s matured 


and bottled in 
JAMAICA 
* 


The new * Myers’ recipe . 
booklet is fuli of good 
ideas. Not only for drinks 


A Favourite ‘Myers’ Mix + 
‘MYERS’ & GINGER ALE 


Pour the amount of ‘ Myers’ you like 
into a tall glass. Add ginger ale and 
then the squeeze of a lemon or lime. 
(A few drops of lime or lemon cordial 
will do if fresh fruit is not available.) 
Stir and serve, with ice for the best results. 


The row of spikes set at am angle on 
the inner edge of the sole remain firmly 
but for using rum in the embedded andretaim their grip when the 
kitchen. Ask your supplier foot is tilted at the end of the stroke. 


wears hoes for Golf 


Street, London, E.C.3 
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oints 
of 


preferen ce 


finer texture 

windproof, rain repellent 
tough yet smart 

pivoted sleeves 
perfect freedom 
in men’s colours 
light and airy 
designed for 
comfort 


Please write for name 


of nearest stockist. 
SPORTSWEAR 
WANDAK LTD WOODSIDE POYNTON' CHESHIRE 


\\ 


PLUGS 


others need them! 


Lodge Plugs Ltd.Rugby Englend 7 


ANTLER 


The most distinguished name 
in Travel Goods 


Superb workmanship, inspired 
design and beauty cf finish have 
created a world-wide demand for 
ANTLER Travel Goods and 
enabled them to play their part 
in the Export drive. Limited 
supplies are occasionally avail!- 
able on the Home Market and if 
you are fortunate enough to 
obtain an ANTLER you will be 
surprised how inexpensive it is. 


J. B. BROOKS & CO. LTD., BIRMINGHAM, 3 


Something 


just a little better — 


controls the 


hair without 


Silvikrin 
product 
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‘Their extra quality 
is unmistakable. 
Rieh, fine tobacco. 


@ 
CORK-TIPPED 4 


for CLEANER smoking 
MADE SPECIALLY TO PREVENT SORE THROATS 
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A FORMULA 


GOES TO SEA... 


In hieroglyphics in a notebook, in chemicals in a test tube, on 
the slide of a microscope, Scientists in the Celanese Laboratories 
can foresee a vision of the future! They can foresee their 
formule transmuted by the miracle of modern alchemy into 
products as widely different as a ship’s wheel and a crisp, cool 
yachting outfit .. . It is this vision, this endless seeking for 
new applications that has established the Celanese organisation 
among the leaders in the development of modern synthetics. 


British Celanese Limited 


TEXTILES PLASTICS CHEMICALS 


& 


OD Room for 


comfort 


A close-up 
of comfort 


Morlands. 
"TOR? 


Genuine SHEEPSKIN RUGS 


Most homes nowadays 
could do with a spot 
more comfort. The 
deep lustrous pile of a 
*TOR’ Sheepskin Rug 
will provide just that— 
and lasting wear. 


vi 
R 
EVANS & RIDLER LTD. CLEHONGER, HEREFORD. 


Never is protection against septic infection more impor- 
tant than during and after childbirth. Because of its 
reliability, power with gentleness, and pleasant safety, the 
antiseptic used for this vital task, alike in home and 


hospital throughout Great Britain, is ‘DETTOL’ 


RECKITT & COLMAN LTD. HULL AND LONDON 
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“You can 


‘come up 


* 


vii 


trim and stylish teamwork between suede and 


leather. *‘ BERYL’ offers a choice of brown thornproof suede or beige or old gold teazle 


suede. The leather bindings and wedge-covers tone attractively. Very limited stocks. 


...and, of course, 


the secret’s a 


Foundation 


Corsets, girdles, corselettes and brassieres. 


BLANKETS 


By appointment to H.M. the King 
Manovfacturers of 
Lan-Air-Cel Blankets 


LIGHT AS A 
FEATHER... 


giving caressing warmth without 
weight. These cellular blankets 
are cherished possessions and if 
you take care of them they will 
last a lifetime. 

Sole Manufacturers : 
McCALLUM & CRAIGIE, LTD., 


Shettleston, Glasgow, E.2 


London Office: Roxburghe House, 
287, Regent Street, London, W.! 
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... that is why 
so many ESSE Cookers are going overseas. 
To ensure fair distribution for home custo- 

mers, orders are dealt with in strict rotation. 


THE ESSE COOKER COMPANY 

Proprietors: Smith & Wellstood Ltd. Est. 1854 

Head Office & Works: Bonnybridge, Scotland 
London Showrooms & Advisory Dept.: 

46 Davies Street, W.! 

Also at Liverpool, Edinburgh & Glasgow 


THE 


‘KEPKO 


PATENT N° 519607 


LD 


REQUIRES 
ELECTRICITY 

GAS 

CHEMICALS 


or ICE 


No complicated directions have 
to be followed to procure 
its efficient operation— 
only a pint or so of water poured 
in each morning—no upkeep costs, 
nothing to go wrong, no parts to 
replace and since it is operated 
solely by water, it can be used 
equally well in the Home, Caravan, 
Yacht or Tent. 


THOUSANDS of 


satisfied users, many with long ex- 
rience of this unique method of 
‘ood storage, highly commend the 
*“ KEPKOLD” for its proficient 
and constant service. 


“THE 


Finished White 

Enamel and 
Chromium Plated 
Fittings. Price 

£13.7. 

Paid, plus 40/- for 

packing case refunded 

when returned, 


KEPKQ LD LTD. (DEPT. 64) 


Ganton House, Ganton Street, Regent Street, W.1. (REGent 5632) 


THE ““KEPKOLD” DOES NOT FREEZE 
IT PRESERVES THE VITAMINS 


Write to-day for illustrated folder 
giving full particulars of the 
Household” & “Pantry” models. 


Appointment 


Palmers 


MONK « GLASS 


is jolly good Custard 


Puné 
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“You won’t tell a soul, will you ee 


I’d feel so silly if people knew I used to think Pimm’s 
No.1 was a kind of typewriter. That was years ago, of 
course, when I was completely uneducated and couldn’t 
tell a gin-sling from a catapult.” 


We make it from suave London distilled gin, 
hard-to-get liqueurs from France and Hol- 


PI M’S land and, of course, a certain something. 
°. You add bottled lemonade and ice—and 


you have the most heavenly drink on earth. 


DeliciousMA R MIT € 
SANDWICHES 


Children love savoury sandwiches and they’re good for 
them too, if the filling is wisely chosen. Ten-to-one they'll 
choose Marmite themselves, but it’s certainly Mother’s choice 
for the whole family. A little Marmite added to three parts 
of butter or margarine has lots of flavour and goodness, 
and provides vitamins of the Bz group for good health, 


old friend 
is BACK AGAIN 


IDRIS 


The Quality Soft drink 


SQUASHES 3/- PER BOTTLE 


mous for 
Insist on 


“Nell Gwyn’ 
your Grocer 


can NOW 


obtain it 
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“One of these Speedbird types, y'know!’ 


Sainte CERTIFICATES are a safe and profitable invest- 


ment, and your Bank is ready to make it easy for you to buy cl 
them. Your Bank Manager will ask only for your signature on tt 
a Banker’s Order form authorising either a single purchase of a " 
block of National Savings Certificates, or a regular automatic . 
monthly purchase of Certificates for as long as you wish. Of B.O.A.C.'s 640 pilots, more than 100 have flown a million miles , 

You can now hold 1,000 10/- units of the new Certificates, and 11 have topped two million miles. With 29 years’ flying experi- 
and in 10 years this £500 will have grown to £650 free of tax. ence B.O.A.C. has built up the largest civil air fleet in the world | 
SPEEDBIRD ROUTES BETWEEN — Britain, Cana.la, U.S.A, South, East J 


by calling on your Bank Manager to-day. and West Africa, Middle East, India, Pakistan, Ceylon, Far East, 


BankWay 


0-A-C A SMALL WORLD BY SPEEDBIRD 


Issued by the National Savines Committee BRITISH OVERSEAS AIRWAYS CORPORATION IN ASSOCIATION WITH Q.E.A, S.A.A, T.E.A.L 


‘CYLINDER LINERS 


(Mode ofstee/nitha Call of the East 
longes. i 50, 
life is given lo the 
cylinder bores. 72:6 direct from 
chrome surface the native makers, 
rela, 
GREENS LTD 
Cigar & Wine Merchants 
‘60 corrosion 37 & 38 Royal Exchange, London, E.C.3 
for Import ines. 


ed 
arkets 
Solely by 


THE LAYSTALL 


ENGINEERING C°L? 
53,GT SUFFOLK STREET, 
LONDON,S.E1. 


LIVERPOOL & WEDNESFIELD. 


walle || 


CUMBERLAND PENCIL COLTD 


Led. 
HK: INTERNATIONAL 


BLACK AND WHITE 
cigarettes for Virginia smokers 
25 for 5/3 


STAMP AUCTIONEERS 
GUES OF WEEKLY SALES 
EACH. Post FREE 


39-42 NEW BOND ST LONDON W.! 


ann ar NEW YORK rai: MAYFAIR 8 


x 
: 
— BURMA CHEROOTS 
ISSUED BY GODFREY PHILLIPS LTD 
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PATIENCE 


must still be exercised by our 
customers who are awaiting 
the time, as anxiously as we 
are, when controls are removed 
and our well-known brands 
once more available to the 
discriminating public. 


appointment 

MOTOR MOWER 

Dy? MANUFACTURERS 
CHARLES H. PUGH, LTD. 


SERVICE 


Though your Atco is 
already at work your 
Atco Depot Manager 
can arrange to service 
it between mowings 
if you will contact him 
in good time. 
Stones can ruin blades. 
: Shortage of high quality © 
steel makes replacement 


: difficult. Look before 
: you mow! : 


CHARLES H. PUCH, LTD., 
Whitworth Works, 
Birmingham, 9 


REAL ORANG. 


JOHN HARVEY & SONS LTD 


e - 
Bristol 
FOUNDED 1796 
Wine Merchants to His Majesty The King 


JUICE 
CISCRIMINATING HOUSEWIVES 


for SRO Macmalade 
\ 


You can telephone a cable to any part of the world 
just as you do an inland telegram. Just phone your 
nearest Cable and Wireless office or ask exchange 
for “ Foreign Telegrams” and dictate your message. 


VIA IMPERIAL 


Cable and Wireless Ltd., Electra House, Victoria Embankment, London, W.C.2 
Telephone: TEMple Bar 8494 
WHEN LETTERS AWAIT ATTENTION CABLES DEMAND IT 


CVS-115 


Takes twelve pictures 2}” x 2}” 
or sixteen 2}” x 13” on siz> 
-20 film. 


The more critically you examine the Commando the more it 
speaks for itself . . . it reveals a history of high-calibre crafts- 
manship, of beautiful optical and mechanical precision. 


Its shutter—the incomparable Epsilon—is /astingly accurate 
to a degree never before known. The Ensar lens (an exquisite 
example of British optical supremacy) and the many refine- 
ments and exclusive features incorporated in the Commando, 
welcome expert examination. 


BARNET ENSIGN LTD., Dept. P.5, WALTHAMSTOW, LONDON, E.17 


i 
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SIS 

—— 

q 

SZ 

j 
S p eaks Jor | 

|| Wi ve) | 


xit Punch Summer Number, May 10 1948 


9 GINGER ALE LIME JUICE CORDIAL 
: SODA WATER LEMONADE 
TONIC WATER GRAPE FRUIT 


BELFAST 


To be found again in “foreign parts ”—but very scarce at home 


THE CREAM OF 
SALAD CREAMS 


Or the occasion may be 
an engagement...a wedding ... 
an anniversary. 


Said the Lobster— Mark the day by giving her M | NTO N 
What’s a 
LOBSTER SALAD The Worlds Most 
without / Beautiful 
China 


SUTTONS PERFUME OF INSPIRATION BY 


1/2 PER BOTTLE 


MINTONS LTO. 
STOKE-UPON-TRENT 
MAKERS OF “MASTER TOUCH” SAUCE, EST. 1793 
FINE PICKLES AND CANNED GOODS 
DDDDDD 


Ww 


and Yextile Yubries 


SHEETS - PILLOWCASES - TOWELS - FLANNELETTES - WINCETTES 
DRESS GOODS - SHIRTINGS - FURNISHINGS - UTILITY FABRICS ETC. 


ORAOCKSES, CREWDSON & CO. LTO., PRESTON, MANCHESTER, BOLTON, LONDON: 


J 
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SALAD CREAM | — | 
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By Appointment 
Biscuit Manufacturers to H.M. The King 
MVitie & Price Ltd. 


P eople who are 


very particular 


always say 


MCVITIE & 
PRICE'S 


BISCUITS 


Made by MCVitie & Price Ltd * Edinburgh * London * Manchester 


xiii 


The breadwinner eats more Hovis now... 


to keep up his strength 
the sensible way 


THE BETTER-BALANCED BREAD 


pound of 
LEMCO contains 


the concentrated ys 


juices of over 
30 pounds of 


prime beef. 


PREPARED BY OXO LIMITED - LONDON 


Forget your feet Walk naturally and 
free from strain on the perfectly flat inner- 


sole that is fitted for your especial comfort 


in every Arch Preserver shoe. 
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} 
ee ARCH PRESERVER SHOE LTD., 17-18 OLD BOND STREET, LONDON, W.|. (Wholesale only) | 


Is your powder-tone right? 


So many women choose at random and look flushed or sallow 
in consequence. Now that Yardley are again making their 
é powder in nine shades there's no excuse for carelessness. Do 
please get the right one and do yourself justice. Another thing; 
do you fluff your powder on? Try patting it into your Yardley 
Make-up Base with a firm hand and see how lastingly it clings! 
Remember, an excellent tonic for your skin is expert treatment 
in the Yardley Beauty Salon at 33 Old Bond Street London W! 


YARDLEY 
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When you crunch Ryvita, 
your reward is twofold. Ryvita’s crispness quickens your 
appetite, the glands of your mouth and your 
digestion. Its delicious flavour puts new enjoyment 
into whatever you eat with it. 


Rarely is health promoted 


in a more delightful way. 


RYVITA 


I eat crisp 
crunchy RYVITA 
as my daily bread 


Like father, like son 


When it’s a matter of clothes, the 
younger man, like his father, wisely 
entrusts his requirements to the 
Man’s Shop at Harrods. Here in his 
own special section is a wide range 
of clothes, of distinctive yet taste- 
ful design, styled especially for the 
“* sixteens to nineteens.”’ 


WHAT HE WROTE 
“It may interest you to know that I opened a 2o0z. Tin of 
Punchbowle yesterday—being one of several that I have had 
laid by for years: the contents were absolutely perfect; the 
bouquet charming... You may be able to tell the age by 
the attached labe! and wrapper taken from the Tin.” 


FROM OUR REPLY 
Judging by the inset, this particular tin of Punchbowle must be 
all of twenty years old ...we have had several EVERFRESH 
tins on test at this office for a number of years and it is very 
gratifying to learn that you, also, have found Punchbowle in 
perfect condition after such a length of time. 


In conclusion 
Sesanye, and its kindred Tobaccos* are like unto good 
wine; they improve—mellow—with keeping: such good 
tobacco, so well protected from all climatic change. 
% Barneys (medium), Parsons Pleasure (mild), Punchbowle ( full). 


(297) John Sinclair Ltd., Manufacturers, Newcastle upon Tyne _® 
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“Ouick-—follow that house.” 
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Second Fiddle 


LD Jan Riddle, 
So I’ve heard 
tell, 
He played the viddle 


Uncommon well. 


4 


( p 


Master player 
Was old Jan Riddle, 

But all he played 
Was second viddle. 


And when folk said, 
As folk they would, 
Play first viddle 
They thought Jan 
should, 


He’d only smile 

And say he reckoned 
Somebody got 

To play the second, 


And if he played 
So well’s he could, 
Why, first or second 
*Twas just as good. 


And now old Jan 
In churchyard lays, 
And his old viddle 
Nobody plays. 


But old Jan Riddle, 
So I’ve heard tell, 
He played that viddle 
Uncommon well— 


Master player 
Was old Jan Riddle. 

For all he played 

But second viddle. 
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HEN we came out of the 
cinema we found that it was 
raining heavily. 

“We'd better get the bus,” I said. 

The bus stop was round the corner, 
a few hundred yards away. We 
walked towards it, heads down and 
shoulders hunched. 

“Oh, look!” said my popsie, “we've 
missed the bus. What was that you 
said?” 

“Nothing,” I said. 
mile.” 

We walked onward. At the foot of 
the hill I looked at my popsie. Amaz- 
ing, I thought, but she even looks 
beautiful under these Mephistophelean 
blue lights: sort of tone poem and 
dream-like. Then I remembered my 
dream and my knees began to knock; 
I felt faint and dry-mouthed. I was 
so scared that I was gulping for 
breath. 

“This is my dream,” I said. 

“What dream?” she asked. 

“I dreamed I was walking in the 
rain with a fair-haired girl and——” 

“And what?” 

“Listen, popsie,” I said, “do you 
love me?” 

“Of course,” she said. 

“Well, will you marry me?” 

“What!” 

She was silent for a while. 
few finger-nails off. 

“Was that why you wanted to walk 
in the rain?” she said. 

“| didn’t want to walk in the rain,” 
I said. 

“But vou want to marry me?” 

“You know, I’m rather young,” she 
said, but 

“But nothing,” I said. 
want to?” 

“Oh yes,” she said. 

There was a pause then while she 
pushed my front- filling out for the 
third time. An old lady went by com- 
plaining bitterly about the present 
generation. 

“Gosh,” I said, “let me get my 
breath back.” 

“Look at the rain,” she said. 

It was pouring: we were both soaked. 

“Let's go in this phone-box,” I said. 

“What shall we look up?” 

“Smith,” I said. “Tt'll 
longer.” 

“T feel dazed,” she said. 

“Me too,” I agreed. “Do you know, 
popsie, we're engaged. I guess you’ll 
want a diamond ring now.” 

“No,” she said, “blue sapphire and 
diamonds.” 

“Oh?” T said. 


“It’s only a 


I bit a 


“Do you 


take 


I Become Engaged. 


“And you’d better get it soon,” she 
said, “because the prices are going up 
a hundred per cent.” 

“Oh?” I said. 

“You must come and ask Pop now,” 
she said. 

“Ask Pop?” 

“Yes,” she said, “I’m under age.” 

“Listen,” I said, “I’m dazed. I 
don’t know what I’m doing. I'll ask 
him to-morrow.” 

“Oh, all right. 
supper.” 

We went to her home. The rest 
of the family were having supper. 
Dorothy screamed with laughter. 

“Look at your hair,” she said. 
“What have you been up to?” 

“We got caught in the rain,” I said. 
“Tt’s raining.” 

“Ts it raining?” asked Colin. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Let him dry his hair,” said Pop. 

My popsie dried my hair in the front 
room and I dried hers. We took an 
hour to do this and looked like golly- 
wogs when we had finished. Dorothy 
brought our supper on a tray. I ate 
the last two cakes on the last bus. 
I got to sleep after a long while. 

When I woke up I felt different, sort 
of unreal. At the office I had to tell 
someone and told Bill. In the after- 
noon I met my popsie outside a café. 
She looked so interesting that I felt 
faint. We sat down at a corner table. 
The waitress was one we knew quite 
well: she came straight away. 

“What will you have?” I asked. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. 
“Perhaps I'll have some tomatoes, 
sausages and chips. Why, what’s the 
matter?” 

“Nothing,” I said. “I just feel a 
little peculiar to-day, that’s all.” 

“T feel wonderful,” she said. 

“So do I,” I said, “but not hungry.” 

“Have you told anyone?” she 
asked. 

“Well, I told Bill. How about you?” 

“Allison and Jean know.” 

I groaned. That meant the whole 
family knew before I’d asked Pop. 
When could I get him alone? I asked 
her. Was he on his allotment? She 
said he’d given it up now, because 
of his lumbago. She said he might 
be alone at eight o’clock. Ah! I 
thought: she has arranged it. 

It was a sunny evening and we went 
for a walk. When we wandered back 
to her home it was still only dusk. In 
the house it was dark and after I’d 
hung my coat up'I almost fell into the 
brightly lit room. 

“Oh, hello, everyone,” I said. 


We'll go and get 
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“Hello, Jim,” my popsie’s mother 
said. “Is it cold out?” 

“No,” I said, “it’s lovely.” 

There was a fire crackling away and 
they were sitting round it: six girls, 
Colin, the two parents and a cat. The 
cat was on my side. I couldn’t see Pop, 
but I could hear his voice from the 
arm-chair. I thought absently that 
they looked different to-day. Then it 
hit me: they knew! They knew 
exactly why I had come there at eight 
o’clock instead of the usual ten. I was 
suddenly numb with fright. I didn’t 
know whether I was coming or going, 
but I hoped I was going. Don’t be a 
fool, I thought: you were not scared 
when people fired guns at you. (Well, 
not much anyway; well, not very much 
anyway; well, anyway . . .) 

““Wouldn’t you like to sit nearer the 
fire?” asked Jean. “Betty, move 
my a bit so Jimmy can sit by the 

re.” 

“No, it’s all right,” I said. “I’m 
fine here. It’s very warm in here.” 

“Get Jim a cup of tea,” said my 
popsie’s mother. 

“No, thanks, honestly.” 

“Do you want some supper?” asked 
my popsie. 

“No, really, thanks.” 

“What’s the matter with you?” 

“Nothing,” I said. ‘It’s early for 
supper.” 

“T’m hungry,’ 
half-past eight.” 

Have you noticed the way women 
can eat in times of crises? Isn’t it 
awful? The emotional sex, eh? See 
them after a funeral! 

“Do you want to read the paper?” 
asked Colin. 

I did. Good old Colin. I took the 
paper with shaking hands and hid 
behind it. I made facetious remarks 
about the Government until I remem- 
bered that Pop is a Socialist. After 
that I concentrated on blue blood. My 
popsie was trying to get Pop to go out 
of the room so that I could grab him. 

“Don’t you want your slippers on 
to-night?” 

“Yes,” he said, “but I can’t find 
them.” 

“They're in your bedroom,” said 
Allison. “‘ Betty, go and fetch them.” 

“Shan’t,” said Betty. 

“Why don’t you smoke that nice 
pipe, Pop?” said my popsie. ‘That 
old thing stinks.” 

Pop took the bandaged pipe out of 
his mouth and explained its technical 
details. Apparently they made really 
good pipes in 1913. 

“Who's going to 


> 


she said, ‘‘and it’s 


get 


supper 


iil 
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“None of my guests has. ever actually asked me to PROVE the statement, but... 


” 


to-night?” my popsie said. 
you ought to.” 

“Shan’t,” said Betty. “I got tea.” 

“Selfish beast,” said Joan. 

“Vou need talk,” Barbara said, 
“you haven’t helped since Monday.” 

I hid behind the paper until they’d 
fought it out. It was the same every 
night: supper was ultimately prepared 
by the one who was hungry, usually 
my popsie or Betty. On this night 
Betty was hungry and went into the 
kitchen. Soon I could smell something 
frying; later I could smell it burning. 
My stomach retired behind my back- 
bone at the thought of food, buf I 
awaited: the torture with calm. 


“Betty, 


“Have you read this?” asked Joan, 


holding up a novel. 

“As far as page four,” I said. 

“Didn’t you like it?” 

“Jimmy doesn’t like female writers,” 
said my popsie, encouragingly. 

“T just don’t like that one,” I said, 
blushing. 

“T think these Russian writers are 
marvellous.” 

“That one is English,” I said. 

There was a slight silence, followed 
by a remark from Pop. 

“Joan reads a lot of tripe,” he said. 

“Qh; you’re an old sausage,” Joan 
said. “You haven't read anything 
since 1899.” 


“Nothing has been written since 


1899;” said Pop, retiring behind one of 
my Hequires. 

“Have you seen the night-dress 
Jean’s- made?” asked my popsie. My 
blust heightened a little. 

“No,” I said: 


ALE it escapism if you like: the 
factiremains that every day now 

A I find’ myself more and more 
drawn to inward meditation on the 
subject of the American Civil War. 
Particularly do:my thoughts dwell and 
linger (as might a straying pig in 
an’ asparagus-bed) on the censurable 
conduet of General Longstreet on the 
third of July, 1863, at a place called 
Gettysburg. 

Nor is it only at seasons of solitude 
and! tranquillity that this long-dead 
general appears to me. I should 
inéur but little censure by ruminating 
on'that warrior’s fatal hesitancy in my 
bath: (Only afool, by the way, would 
misittterpret that last sentence.) But 
how shall we excuse, or explain, the 
gradual dislimning of the front page 
of our evening newspaper into the 
speaking likeness of a tall, red-faced, 


They showed it to me. 

“Where are the sleeves?” I asked. 

“There aren’t any,” Jean said. 

“A bit cold for you,” I said. 

“T’m going to make one like that,” 
said my popsie. 

“Are you?” I said, unable to 
think of anything brilliant in mixed 
company. 

“Do you mind ?” she said, looking a 
bit peeved. “You don’t sound very 
interested.” 

“Should he mind?” said Barbara. 

I gave my popsie an anxious look. 

“Well, I thought he’d show more 
interest,” she said. 

“A lot of nonsense,” said Pop. 

“What is?” asked Jean. 

“Glamour. To freeze to death for 
glamour.” 

“They're nice and warm really,” 
said Jean. ‘Anyway, you're too old 
to care.” 

“You'll want something to keep 
your blood warm when you're my 
age,” said Pop. “Joan, put some coal 
on the fire.” 

“Do it yourself,” said Joan, “I’ve 
just washed my harids.” 

“Allison, put some coal on.” 

“T can’t, I’m busy.” 

“T'll do it,” I said. 
coal ?” 

“No,” he said, getting up, “you sit 
down, Jim.” 

“Wait a minute!” I said, as he got 
out into the hall; I grabbed my popsie 
by the hair and pulled her along, “I 
want to'speak to you.” 

“Half a minute. Let me light my 


pipe.” 


““Where’s the 


° 


Beards for Export 


bearded: lieutenant-general of the 
Confederate States Army? We shall 
not attempt it. Mark, though, how 
his beard curls up at the edges. 

Or suppose the writer seated in an 
arm-chair in front of the fire when 
someone turns on the wireless. The 
room thereupon: fills with the eager 
voices of three well-informed men who 
expound in turn and, towards the end 
of the discussion, simultaneously, the 
several policies which in their respec- 
tive opinions afford this hapless country 
its only hope of surviving for more 
than six months. The writer’ hears 
nothing of this after the first few 
seconds. Instead he hears the wild 
yell of Stonewall Jackson’s infantry as 
they spring from the cover of the 
dripping Maryland woods; the shrill 
clamour of the Federal bugles sounding 
a dawn alarm; the rattle of musketry 
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He pushed my popsie away and we 
went into the front room. 

“T want to come too,” my popsie said. 

“We don’t want you,” he said. “Go 
and get some coal for the fire.” He 
shut the door. 

“T expect you know what I want to 
ask,” I said. 

“No, Jim, I don’t, really.” 

““Well—er—” I said and cleared my 
throat, “I love your daughter, and 
incredibly enough she loves me... and 
we want to get married . . . some day.” 

“Which daughter?” he said. 

“The blonde one,” I said. 

“You love her?” he said. He looked 
rather astonished that anyone should. 

“Yes,” I said, “very much.” 

“You know that she threw the 
porridge at me the other morning?” 

“Yes,” I said, “very wrong of 
course, but I still love her.” 

“Well, I’m damned!”’ he said. 

We had an interesting talk for 
nearly two hours, covering art, litera- 
ture, music, the war, politics, family 
life with eight daughters, the cost 
of existing and his early difficulties: 
Eventually we talked about my popsie. 
I don’t think he minded losing: her; 
neither would you if you had. that 
many. 

Eventually the females couldn’t 
endure it any longer and burst upon us. 
The next evening Terry rang up. 

“Have you seen the papers?” he 
shouted. ‘“‘Johriny’s pegged it.” 

“Never mind that,” I said. ‘‘ Have 
you seen the engagement column?” 

“What!” he said. “My goodness! 
You?” 


along the picket-line; and the rending; 
tearing sound of the frantic Federal 
commander pulling handfuls out of his 
beard: It was owing to these frequent 
alarms that the beards of the Federal 
commanders, tewards the end of the 
war,. became sparse’ and irregular. 
President Lincoln, in his capacity as 
Commander-in-Chief, had some diffi- 
culty in growing a beard ateall. 

It is not that I am insensilile to the 


‘appeals of the Prime Minister and 


others. I am anxious to make an extra 
effort; but if I increase my literary 
output by ten per cent., who is going 
to print the additional articles? Whiv, 
indeed, is going to print any of it? I 
could of course try te write ten per 
cent. better. One does not close one’s 
mind to the possibility that there may 
be room for this degree of improve- 
ment. Should one, then, read a chapter 


‘ 
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of Ruskin every day before breakfast ? 

Or should one not rather take the less 

ambitious but more tangibly rewarding 

course of cleaning out the “o,” “e” 

and “a” of one’s typewriter with a 
in? 

Meanwhile, however, the long grey 
column of the Rebel army is winding 
its way down the valley of the Shenan- 
doah, in its midst a rigid figure 
on horseback wearing a threadbare 
general’s uniform and sucking a lemon. 
At the midday halt General Jackson 
(for it is none other) rides up to a 
thickset, black-bearded brigadier and 
says jerkily: ‘General Early, I don’t 
want to see any stragglers from your 
brigade this afternoon.” ‘Then don’t 
ride behind it,” snarls Early; and so 
black, tough and bristling are he and 


his beard at this juncture that Stone-_ 


wall moves off without a word. 
Stonewall Jackson was not present 
at the Battle of Gettysburg. (It is 
always a good thing to have one or two 
unassailable facts in an article of this 
kind.) The shape, size and density of 
his beard, therefore, are outside the 


PETECTIVE 


scope of the present inquiry. In any 
case information on these points is 
less precise than might be expected. 
Colonel Henderson’s admirable _bio- 
graphy devotes considerable space to 
the general’s personal eccentricities 
(he took all his meals standing up, and 
had a habit of flinging one arm sky- 
ward during a conversation), but of his 
beard little or nothing is said. But 
there is absolutely no ground for the 
hypothesis that Jackson was clean- 
shaven. 

We would do better, I feel, to turn 
to General Longstreet on the third of 
July. [I had intended to describe at 
some length his behaviour on this 
fateful day; but I must now compress 
it into a few lines. Briefly, it must be 
understood that my description of his 
conduct as ‘“‘censurable”’ implies no 
slur on either the ability or the courage 
of this valiant, loyal, stout-hearted, 
curly-bearded officer. As a man he 
was entirely admirable; as a general he 
was more than usually competent. His 
only weakness—which on this occasion 
had such momentous results—was that 


he took a long time to get started. In 
this he was the antithesis of that 
brilliant Federal commander, Ulysses 
Simpson Grant, who, whatever his 


personal failings (his beard seems to, 


have been the consequence of neglect- 
ing to shave rather than the product of 
any conscious art), let remarkably little 
grass grow under his feet. 

But Grant was not at Gettysburg 
either; which brings us once again, 
inexorably, to the question of the 
balance of payments and the export- 


import gap. I have little hope of ~ 


selling the film rights of this article in 
the United States; but would anyone 
care to make me a bid of fifteen dollars 
for my photograph of General Long- 
street’s horse? 


- 
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“Plump Enrico Caruso, jun., Caruso’s 
41-year-old son, is reported to have given 
up his singing career because he does not 
think he sings as well as a Caruso should. 

It is only two years since he sang his first 
professional area.”—Evening paper. 


Wasn’t it big enough ? 
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“Tt’s just like what you've alvays said, Mr. Harper—truth 1s stranger than fiction.” 


| | 


“You've buried your daddy just by the jetty.” 


Mister E. 


RS. E. 
Comes to Do for Me 
From ten till one, 


Accompanied by a nebulous Mister 

Who sits upon my ego like a blister. 

E. does not materialize, 

Being as yet 

Only a sort of ectoplasmic threat. 

Early I learned his size in shoes 

And that he likes to do the Children’s Crossword in the 
Evening News. 

1 know the colour of his eyes 

And that he thinks the Government “no go”’; 

Mrs. E. has confided his age, 

The exact amount of his weekly wage, 

That he thinks Mrs. E. a wonderful cook, 

And his personal reactions to the New Look. 

I am also aware that he knows my husband is writing a book 

And his opinions of that, unstated, are there— 

(I suspect “author” to E. is synonymous with “spiv,” 

Though, says Mrs. E., his motto is. “Live and let live,” 

And, whilst he never smokes himself, 

_— =" expect everyone to be particular about their 

A groan 

Goes up before the ash-trays of my drone.) 


Mrs. E. 

Can be relied upon for stating 

When contemplating 

The empty bottles underneath the sink: 
“Mr. E. don’t drink, 

He’s too afraid: 

He knew a man once that went quite funny 
Just drinking that there gassy lemonade.” 


The devotion of Mrs. E. is beyond measure. 

It gives her so much pleasure 

To relate 

The blessings relative to her matrimonial state— 
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But neverthless, I must say— 
When she unrolled her overall to-day 
And THEY lay there, 

Folded in a devotional square: 

E.’s old flannels; 

They'll do nicely for the floors, 

So much softer to handle 

Than them floor-cloths of yours.” 


° ° 


Technique 


‘A | YECHNIQUE may be defined as how to do a thing. 
In shutting a suitcase, for example, it consists of not 
filling it so full that two people have to stand on the 

lid. Any shutting resulting from this would be a triumpb 
of desperation and the very opposite of technique. At the 
same time I want my readers to realize that there is nothing 
technical about shutting a suitcase containing one overcoat 
and a shoe at each end. The skill lies in putting in as 
much as would not go in if someone else tried, and prefer- 
ably after someone else has. Technique is, in fact, another 
word for skill but a longer and more critical word with some 
arresting consonants. 

The arts are, of course, brimful of technique, and nowhere 
is it more evident, I mean more imperceptible, than in the 
job of orchestra-conducting. To the general public con- 
ducting might be supposed to comprise simply waving a 
baton up and down in time to the orchestra; but the public’s 
increasing musical awareness and its goodness of heart have 
long since made conducting a lot more than that. Everyone 
knows that conductors do not merely wave a baton in one 
hand, they raise, flap or flatten their other hand in a way 
which can only mean that the orchestra takes this other 
hand very seriously. Sometimes they wave both arms as 
wildly as if they were holding two batons or none, and 
sometimes they quieten down to the extent of appearing 
to the further rows to have packed up. All this is to the 
public a very fine example of musical technique in action, 
and it has only to read what the papers say next day about 
a performance to realize afresh that experts are never 
satisfied, and also that to have been present yourself at 
something written about in a paper does not necessarily 
make it worth more than four lines of print. 


HE technique of acting has: been much in the public eye 

lately, and my readers must have noticed how often a 
good actor is allowed by the experts to have a sense of 
timing. This is a very technical quality indeed, for to the 
public (I am referring again to the general public, to those 
members of a theatrical audience who have no idea how 
the lights work) acters seem to be getting along all right 
if on the one hand they wait till the actor before them has 
finished, and on the other hand do not pause for so long 
that the audience feels its ears getting miserably warm. 
But there is obviously more in timing than these two simple 
rules, and the public may assume that is one of those 
artistic effects we can appreciate without knowing we are 
getting. I mentioned lights, and I should like to mention 
the three eccasions when an audience really notices them ; 
when the stage goes dark to denote.that there is about to 
be the minimum of scuffling and a new scene, when the 
sun sets in layers, and when someone switches on a desk- 
lamp. The technique of stage-scenery is a little better 
known, most theatre-goers having a particularly clear idea 
of a woodland glade, with the foliage in yellowish-green 
slices down the sides 
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“T am getting a statement, but she won't, stop 
talking.” 


Now for some of the technical aspects of ordinary life; 
tie-tying, for example, and how to get up all the 
crumbs from a polished floor instead of only some. Those 
of my readers who tie ties do it so automatically that 
were they to stop and think they might not be able to go 
on, so that it may please them to know that scientists 
believe a conscious first attempt in front of a looking-glass 
would prove that people are cleverer than they think when 
they translate their right hand into their left. Crumb- 
sweeping is not nearly so automatic. The thing here is 
that at each sweep a few crumbs go under the dust-pan, 
so that it depends on mathematics, or the last crumbs 
flying out of sight, to get rid of the lot. The technique of 
sweeping a whole crumb-dotted dining-room (this may 
happen to the least domestic of my readers between break- 
fast and lunch on a Sunday) is even more complicated. 
The skill here is in making a good job of the bits round the 
table-legs, in not getting up too suddenly when under the 
table, and, if the floor has a carpet in the middle and the 
actual floor round the edges, in getting the crumbs on to 
the surround (a technical term used mainly in floor-staining) 
and steering them into a negotiable patch without losing 
them on the way. 

Handing round tea-cups may seem to be a simple 
procedure, but there is more to it than not slopping the tea 
into the saucers, and even that is not as easy as it seems 
to anyone watching anyone else. Tea-cup handing-round 
reaches its zenith, or highest point of muddle, at a tea- 
party; that is, when people are sitting about all over the 
room (some on brought-in chairs placed on areas of the 
carpet where no one has ever sat on a chair before) and 
someone in the corner is dripping the teapot on the clean 
cloth and trying to organize distribution. This calls for 
such technique that the organizer is likely to wonder if 
even nowadays it wouldn’t have been easier to ask everyone 
to dinner, and one of the difficulties is that the hander- 
round, getting waylaid by talk and perhaps being a bit 
dreamy anyway, has often not got such definite ideas of 
precedence as the tea-pourer, who will thus have been 
pouring out rather strong and rather weak cups to no 
purpose whatever. The plate-hander, having a simpler 
job, will probably do better except for forgetting the knives, 
but may leave someone out altogether and let the tea- 
giving side in for an enormous expenditure of solicitude. 
When you add to this confused scene the people taking 


round the bread-and-butter without the scones, the people 
stepping over people’s feet to recall the sugar, and the cross- 
talk about little tables and chair-arms, you get an only 
slightly exaggerated picture of what a tea-party goes 
through before it can settle down before someone has to 
jump up to hand the scones round again. Finally there 
is the business of making sure that everyone has finished 
eating and has not just stopped for lack of opportunity. 
To readers hoping for some technical advice about tea- 
party giving I can only suggest that they keep their heads 
and, if they are specially normal types, try not to see 


themselves too clearly as someone giving a tea-party; - 


though some people, sociologists tell us, are rather 
encouraged by suddenly detaching themselves from the 
conversation and hearing it as a social noise for which 
they are entirely responsible. ANDE. 


° ° 


In Fulham Palace Road 


HERE dwells, O friends, in Fulham Palace Road 
A maiden who is fully four foot nine; 
Her voice is music in the Phrygian mode, 
Her glance intoxicates like new-born wine. 


And she is not so simple as she seems, 
For all her nose tip-tilted to the skies; 

For there are seven hundred flowery dreams 
Concealed behind the sharpness of her eyes. 


And one of these is of a certain Sid, 
Who by. Saint Dunstan’s and sweet Margravine 
Trundles his milk-float, with his battered lid 
Pushed backwards from the curls upon his bean. 


And on his round he sings, how loud he sings! 
Then momently they meet, these happy twain, 
And mounting Love spreads out his coloured wings 

And soars to Hammersmith and back again. 
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Give a Dog a Good Name. 


7HEN any household acquires 
a new puppy the first thing to 
do is to choose a suitable name 
for it. By suitable I mean apt, easy 
to pronounce—particularly at the top 
of the voice across a field full of 
chivvied sheep—and officially accepted 
by all the family as the correct manner 
in which to refer to the creature. In 
addressing it personally of course cer- 
tain other sobriquets may occasionally 
be permitted, such as “Wazzums,” 
“ Downsir (or Downmadam),” “ We-ell- 
liddle-ding”’ and “ You-wicked-wicked- 
animal.” 

On the other hand, when a household 
which has acquired a new puppy does 
start choosing a suitable name for it 
all hell sometimes breaks loose. I refer 
in particular to households with 
children, households in which it is 
practically impossible to agree upon a 
name because each member has a 
different name to suggest and each is 
convinced that that is the perfect one, 
supporting the argument by wildly 
illogical reasoning—“‘See, daddy, when 
I put her dinner down and called 
‘Toots’ she came at once,” or “J 
think she ought to be called Aloysius 
because it’s a lovely name.” No doubt 
you have by now gathered that I 
possess such a household, plus a new 
puppy, plus all hell broken loose. 

Apart from the puppy, which is a 
Lakeland Terrier from under the 
Sussex Downs—a sort of Dewpond 
Terrier—there are five of us in the 
household, and within a week of the 
animal’s arrival it had seven names, 
each of which was the Absolutely Only 
Possible one. Don’t ask me about 
the mathematics of this. Maybe 
you'll understand better if I tell you 
that two of the household are female 
children. 

You must not of course imagine 
there had only been seven suggestions. 
This is a household which goes in for 
nomenclature in a big way. It gives 
its rabbits names like Wednesday or 
Toothpick or Nine-Fifteen, and once 
even adopted a “speshul” wood-louse 
called Willie. No, these seven were 
merely the residue after the more 
peculiar efforts—The Lady of the 
Lakes was one—had been ruled out of 
serious consideration. 

The discussion at last got so acri- 
monious that I decided we must vote 
officially at a specially convened meet- 
ing: otherwise the puppy looked like 
going through life with a string of 
names worthy of a Spanish grandee. 
I — minutes of the meeting by 
mie still. 


Minutes of a _ Pretty-Extraordinary 
General Meeting to Decide on a Name 
for the Household’s Puppy. 

Present: Self (Chairman); Wife 
(Very Managing Director); First, 
Second, and Third Shareholders (Son, 
Large Daughter, Small Daughter). 

The meeting being called to order 
with difficulty, the Chairman opened 
by saying it gave him great pleasure to 
occupy the best chair. As they all 
knew, the meeting was to decide and 
abide by a name for a female puppy. 
A limited list of — would the Second 
Shareholder stop squeaking her shoes 
on-the rung of her chair, it was driving 
him crackers — list of acceptable 
names... 

The Second Shareholder here pointed 
out that it wasn’t her, it was the Third 
Shareholder. The T.S. denied this 
hotly, stating at the same time in true 
legal manner that if it was her it was 
a squeak that couldn’t be heard, and if 
it could be heard it was only the 
teeniest tiniest . . . 

The Very Managing Director here 
called the T.S. to order, remarking 
with gratuitous offensiveness that the 
Chairman took long enough to say any- 
thing anyway without her arguing. 

Resuming, the Chairman said where 
was he—oh yes, list of acceptable 
names, which he would now read out: 
Anna, Vicki, Bella, Juliet—why Juliet, 
by the way ? 

The 8.8. said because the puppy had 
a beard like old Cousin Juliet at 
Eastbourne. 


Recalling to the meeting that Cousin 
Juliet was rich and childless, the Chair- 
man moved that this name be deleted. 
The meeting protested on the grounds 
that it was a lovely idea; and a vote was 
taken, resulting in four to one against 
deletion. Following the example of 
the highest authorities, the Chairman 
vetoed this decision because he didn’t 
agree with it himself and deleted 
Juliet. He accepted the V.M.D.’s 
suggestion of Caroline as a substitute— 
not being able to recall any elderly 
rich bearded relative named Caroline 
at that moment—and concluded the 
list with Nicky, Nicks and Pants. 

Continuing, he said each person 
would now vote for two names, two 
points going to the first choice and one 
to the second. The introduction of a 
second choice would, he hoped, prevent 
the deadlock which would otherwise 
be caused by each person voting for 
their own particular favourite. 

The S.S. said everyone must vote for 
Vicki because that was the one she 
wanted. The V.M.D. said the S.S.’s 
attitude fully qualified her for a seat 
on the U.N. Council. The First Share- 
holder here requested the Chairman to 
get cracking, Pa. The F.S. had given 
the impression throughout of only 
attending the meeting as a great 
favour, his preference being obviously 
for a slaughter-party in the copse with 
some wood-pigeons and his °22 rifle. 

The voting accordingly took place, 
Vicki topping the list with two first 
choices. The Chairman expressed his 
surprise, whereupon the V.M.D. stated 
brazenly that knowing the 8.S. was 
so keen on that name and would be so 
impossibly sulky if it were not chosen, 
she had voted for it too. The Chairman, 
remarking bitterly that the whole 
business smacked strongly of an 
Eastern European democratic election, 
formally announced that the dog was 
henceforth to be called Vicki. 

And that was how we officially 
named our puppy. 

We then opened the door, the puppy 
rushed in and my wife said: ‘Come 
along, then, Tiddler!’’—an appellation 
nobody had even heard or thought of 
till that moment. 

So our puppy’s name is Tiddler. 
Simple! A. A. 

° ° 


“THIS MACHINE 
ISSUES 
TWO 3d. stamps 
FOR 
ONE PENNY.” 
Notice on P.O. slot machine. 
Ah—a pre-war notice, no doubt. 
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. and all those nice soothing seaside posters: I suppose we'll never— 


ALTSANDS 


see them again.” 
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RE, this'll ‘ardly do,” said the 
ticket-collector moderately as 
he returned to me a card upon 

which was printed a choice of three 
correct weights with, on the reverse 
side, a statement to the effect that I 
had a determined disposition which 
would stop at nothing, but might be 
well advised, for some reason quite 
unfathomable, to dvoid embarking 
upon new enterprises during the latter 
half of the week. 

The ticket-collector snapped his 
clippers with an air of quiet boredom 
while I began turning out my pocket- 
book. There was a _ dry-cleaner’s 
receipt on the reverse side of which 
was the admonition that goods not 
reclaimed within a month would be 
returned to the depot, a warning of 
which I had evidently taken little heed 
as the receipt-was six weeks old already. 
There followed a small folded paper 
containing lighter-flints sent to me by 
my wife when I had 8.0.8.’d violently 
for them five years ago in Cairo—only 
to have my lighter stolen before their 
arrival. The ticket-collector’s clippers 
snapped greedily on sight of an 
insurance agent’s business-card and a 
bus-ticket from Belsize Park to Chalk 
Farm Stn Undg, districts which I have 
never visited, so that the presence of 
a bus ticket to and from such places 
seemed unexplainable unless someone 
had been borrowing my clothes. The 
insurance agent’s business-card was 
more easily traceable, however, since 
I had one day seen a house of which 
the upstairs flat appeared to be empty, 
and on inquiry had encountered the 
occupier who promptly sold me an 
insurance policy by way of consolation. 
The ticket-collector had moved towards 
me as if the lighter-flints afforded him 
some manner of interest, only to step 
sadly away as the next train came in, its 
hurrying passengers dividing me from 
him for a few minutes. While he col- 
lected the tickets of these new arrivals 
I turned out an Algerian stamp I had 
been keeping for a nephew, a filled-in 
football-pool coupon, a farthing and 
the address torn off an envelope 
belonging to somebody called Tadpole. 

When the crowd had gone on its way, 


leaving me and my companion once 


more face to face, he suggested : 
“Some people put them in the band 
of their hat. Some people put them 
under the silk band or the whatchu- 
maycallit band on the outside, and 
there’s blokes what stick ’em under 
the thingummy band on the inside 
wot goes to keep your hair oil from 
making the hat dirty.” He paused, 


The Fugitive Ticket 


clipping the air thoughtfully. “Then 
there’s blokes put them in matth- 
boxes,” he added. 

Feeling for matches I encountered a 
bent packet of cigarettes, one of which 
I offered the collector who placed it 
between pencil and cap above his ear. 
I then asked if he had a match, but of 
course he had none either, a con- 
tingency which left me with an unused 
cigarette added to the pocket-book 
miscellanea in my free hand. Placing 
the cigarette between my lips I 
returned the pocket-book to my pocket 
and found there one non-safety match 
which the collector struck knowingly 
against the railing. My overcoat 
pockets produced four handkerchiefs 
and, no doubt the sentimental souvenir 
of a forgotten day’s outing, a sprig of 
white heather mixed with shreds of 
tobacco. This was followed by four- 
pence halfpenny, an ignition key, a 
calendar, a cloak-room ticket and an 
aspirin, with which items I was dealing 
when another trainload of passengers 
hastened through the barrier, marshal- 
ling their umbrellas, tickets and gloves 
with a nonchalance humiliating to me. 
At this point I found that fifty per 
cent. or more of the enjoyment in 
smoking a cigarette concerns itself 
with one’s ability to leave off at 
intervals, and that I, having some of 
the contents of my pockets in each 
hand, could not take out of my mouth 


“Then she suddenly turned on me 
and said, ‘Well, you've CALLED 
yourself the breadwinner long enough.’”’ 
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the cigarette which had been filming 
my face with a poisonous nimbus of 
smoke for some time so that big tears 
were descending over my cheeks. 

“Don’t take it so ’ard, mate,” said 
a new voice when the crowd had 
passed on its way. “It'll turn up 
sooner or later. Some people try their 
trouser turn-ups.” 

I was confronted by a different 
ticket-collector, who countered my 
evident surprise with, “My mate’s 
knocked off for breakfast.” 

With that air of wan desperation 
experienced when, having fruitlessly 
mobilized an entire family in a house- 
hold pipe hunt, one begins a tour of 
such unlikely hiding places as picture- 
rails and the back of the gas stove, I 
turned down my _ trouser-ends_ to 
reveal a quantity of fluff, a button and 
some dried leaves. 

“Then there’s shoes,” suggested 
the ticket-collector, as if determined to 
get the utmost value from my predica- 
ment. ‘Sometimes they falls into 
shoes.” 

Standing on one leg at a time I shook 
from alternate shoes a small piece of 
gravel and a scrap of material from a 
dress which my wife was trying to 
alter for the new look. 

Plunging to the very bottom of 
possibility the ticket-collector said: 
“Let me see. You came in on the 
8.11, didn’t you? That'll be back again 
at 9.11, due in the one after next. 
Maybe you left it on the floor of the 
carriage.” As we became suddenly 
enveloped in the crowd coming from 
the next train I experienced a barely 
controllable desire to squeeze through 
in the rush and have done with the 
business, a whim I might more easily 
have gratified but for the knowledge 
that ticket-collectors can see every 
passenger even though their eyes may 
be glued upon the tickets they are 
taking in. As it was I merely forced 
myself against the human tide to 
become once more a lonely castaway 
upon the platform. 

“T once knew a bloke lost ’is ticket 
and found another one,” pursued my 
companion. ‘“’E was looking for a 
cheap-day single from Epsom Downs 
and found a return half monthly from 
Tattenham Corner. “E was lucky, 
cos the fare was the same in them 
days, tho’ it’s now three-halfpence 
up.” 

vay this time my overcoat and hat 
were hanging on the railing while, 
reflecting upon the curious adaptability 
of such garments to hanging up under 
almost any conditions, I went through 
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my waistcoat-pockets—the coat and 
hat hanging beside me with a jaunty air 
of being on a spree after years of con- 
finement to the same hooks in home and 
office. My waistcoat-pockets revealed 
a number of three-halfpenny stamps 
dating back to the days when letter 
post was that price. 

“There’s folks tear up with- 
out knowing,” advised the collector. 
“And folks that fold ’em cornerways 
to make little ash-trays. I mind when 
I was on the main line one time and 
tickets was all paper, people used to 
make them all sorts of queer shapes 
like paper boats and hats and gawky 
birds and kettles. Interesting, it was, 
some of the things they used to get 
up to.” 

When I turned my attention to my 
breast-pocket I found a stub of pencil 
jammed like a tent pole, while over it 
lay a collection of cards and tickets 
which it did my heart good to see. 

Similarly encouraged was the ticket- 
collector who, with the air of one seek- 
ing bargains at a sale by auction, 
seized a portion of the booty. 

“Ah! Now there’s what I call a 
likely little lot,” he said. 

For a few minutes we sorted indus- 
triously until my helper said ‘“’Ere, 
wot’s all this?” in tones of injured 
suspicion as he handed me a scrap of 
paper upon which my own hand had 
once written: 


“And thus my life and this it is, 
that I who have embraced eternity 
and cupped my hands about the 
sunlight’s lip, 

and fondling revealed where the 
palm trees softly lyeing laying 
(lying) 

lieing of life that is dying (die- 


Deeply moved,my companion handed 
me back the whole miscellany he had 
been sorting. 

*** Ave to carry on by yourself, mate,” 
he said. “’Ere comes the twenty- 
seven.” 

And when some five minutes later 
we were alone again he offered one 
final suggestion: 

“Some blokes ’as a special little 
pocket made for tickets,” he almost 
soliloquized. ‘They make ’em in suits 
in different places and you put them 
in unsuspecting. There’s the ’ackin’ 
jacket style where they stick in a little 
extra outside pocket for carrying 
cartridges and golf-tees and cribbage- 
markers and the like, and then there’s 
little pockets put in unexpected in the 
waist-band around your trousers, and 
then there’s sometimes little pockets 
within pockets so to speak. Quite a 


lot of people overlook them and find 
em one day with all sorts of things 
im.” 

Fevered with last hope, my hands 
probed and explored every lining, seam 
and pocket in search of what I knew 
must exist somewhere on my clothing, 
one such pocket as the ticket-collector 
suggested. I explored my way back 
around pockets I had already visited, 
tossed on to the platform the rubbish 
accumulation of years of neglect, and, 
finally, Eureka! There in a place I had 


never previously suspected, just inside 
my overcoat, was a tiny pocket across 
the inside of which was strained a 
small piece of pasteboard. I pulled it 
out triumphantly and passed it to 
the ticket-collector, who gave a sigh 
audible even in a main railway 
terminus. 
“*Ere,” he said sadly, “this’ll never 
do.” 
And he handed me back the piece of 
card with my weight on one side and 
my character on the other. 
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INCOGNITO 


a duke? a movie mogul? Why, of course—bhe’s all of them. 
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3 
; Now where have I seen that face before? Is he a diplomat? a Cabinet Minister? | 
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a South African millionaire? a general a banker ? 
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“Some established institutions are BOUND to 


tt march OJ Science... 
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“Number nine-thirty-one is exactly the same without the people at the table.” 


| 


“No. 
to square-leg.” 


You take silly mid-on and let Sammy come round 


My Organ Lesson 


“post” at the first-aid centre in 

Lianweli. It was very easy to be 
despondent, because the post was in 
the basement of the Baptist ministry, 
and my job was to air, three times a 
week, twenty Army blankets in front 
of a gas radiator. The basement was 
dark, the radiator alarmingly tempera- 
mental, and the blankets showed how 
necessary were my labours as the air 
filled with clouds of steam. 

I aired alone except for the company 
of a harmonium and, on the wall, the 
picture of a brooding elder produced in 
sepia. Of the two I became more 
drawn to the harmonium. — 

I was covertly eyeing the harmonium 


i] WAS sitting despondently at my 


as I sat alone when Mr. Watkins 
“Stores” poked his head round the 
area door. Mr. Watkins “Stores” 
was the local leader of all things 
musical and he observed my interest 
with some pleasure. 

“Days you spend in this old place, 
isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” I agreed. “Days.” 

“Seeing that you spend so much 
time in here why don’t you get the key 
and have a tune?” 

“T don’t know how to.” 

“Easy!” he scoffed. “Nothing to it. 
Now organ—there’s different. No 


organ here of course,” he sniffed. It 
was easy to see Mr. Watkins was 
“church.” 


**Musical 2” 
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“Very, but——” 

“Give you six organ lessons with 
pleasure—see you Thursday with boy 
to blow.” He disappeared and I was 
left to work out the mysterious ‘‘ boy 
to blow” on my own. . 

Thursday afternoon found me ap- 
proaching the churchyard with much 
trepidation. I somehow felt from the 
start I was not really cut out to be an 
organist. When I arrived a small 
urchin was perched on a tombstone, 
whittling a stick. 

“Lady for the organ, miss?” 

“Just to play,” I said hastily. 

“TI blow choir-practice and me 
brother services and teacher let me out 
for the lesson,” he announced at great 
speed. 
“That’s very nice of the teacher— 
what’s your name?” 

“Douglas, miss.” And that was very 
resolute of someone too. 

Douglas and I entertained each 
other until merry whistling heralded 
the arrival of Mr. Watkins on his 
bicycle at colossal speed. He propped 
the bicycle against “Sarah Jane 
Griffiths” who had departed in 1894, 
somewhat frivolously on wings, whipped 
out a natty padlock and then clapped 
his hands in joyful anticipation. 

“Ever played the organ before?” 

“Mr. Watkins, I feel I should 
explain...” 

“Oh, you’ll love it—makes quite a 
change—more to it than the piano...” 

“But Mr. Watkins I don’t play the 

“Then with the accompaniament of 
full choir . . .” As Douglas and I 
ran breathlessly after Mr. Watkins, 
dodging the grave-stones and catching 
the vestry door on the swing, explana- 
tions faded and became useless against 
his terrific enthusiasm. So, with a sort 
of fateful resignation I stood back 
while he unlocked his precious organ, 
revealing rows of yellow teeth, nasty 
little knobs, a fly-blown mirror and a 
fearsome bunch of peeling gilt pipes. 

There’s a tendency amongst us all to 
take an organ too much for granted. 
Not until you try to play one do you 
realize there’s a lot more to the organ 
than meets the eye. My impression 
was I had neither hands nor feet enough 
to give even a mild rendering of “Pop 
Goes the Weasel.” Whether he noticed 
my expression I don’t know, but he 
began quite suddenly to debunk the 
organ. 

“Don’t be frightened of it—I always 
say take no notice of it and it’ll come 
easy when you are not looking.” I 
noticed that with Mr. Watkins there 
was an original and over-riding ten- 
dency tothink thatif you ignored things 
you of necessity became their master. 


— 
- 
> - 2 ~ 
- ae 
~~ 
~ 
SS 
‘ 


Punch Summer Number, May 10 1948 


“What are these?” he would in- 
inquire with fine drama. ‘Old stops; 
have them out, slap them in—what do 
you care?—take no notice. Upper 
manual, lower—two manuals . . . six 
maybe at the Troxy Chester—just the 
same as one. Take not a bit of notice. 
Blow, Douglas boy!” 

At this sudden command Douglas 
leapt into action and seized a handle 
by my left hip and began to pump as 
if his life depended on it. 1 moved 
away quickly and there was an un- 
happy intake from the pipes. 

“Sit down,” ordered Mr. Watkins, 
and I sat down. 

‘Look down,” he said, and I looked 
down. There was no comfort in 
seeing there what looked like the floor 
of a hen-house. 

“Pedals,” he announced, “‘and every 
man jack to play—don’t take no 
notice.” 

“Mr. Watkins, could I play a simple 
scale extremely slowly?” I pleaded. 
Mr. Watkins brushed away my sugges- 
tion with indignation. 

“Seales is no good—now what about 
Minuet and Trio . . . old Mozart?” Old 
Mozart might have been a _ regular 
customer at the Stores. Mr. Watkins 
was always on excellent terms with the 
great ones, but not so me. I gazed ata 
sheet covered with cross-looking notes. 

“It’s rather difficult for a start, 
isn’t it?” 

Just tralala and all that, isn’t it?” 
This was too Welsh even for me. I 
put out my hands and pressed the first 
notes out. There was a dead silence. 
Douglas was whittling again. 


“Blow, Douglas!”” bellowed Mr. 
Watkins. I started again. There was 
a sort of unrecognizable whine like 
an American police-car. I pressed on 
hopefully and it changed to fog over 
Merseyside. 

“Upper manual—just the same only 
different,” chanted Mr. Watkins. 

Desperately I raised one hand to 
search for the rest of the keys. As my 
left hand was now above the level of 
my nose I was flying blind, as it were, 
with one hand and trying to cover up 
on ground-level with the other. Some 
deterritined music-making. I counted 
the one hand as divorced from the rest 
of me and mentally wished it luck. 

“Full to great! What about the 
feet?” Everything stopped on one 
note and hooted through the church. 

“Feet ?’’ I shouted above it. 

“Feel your way, same as the hands, 
only under your feet,” roared back 
Mr. Watkins. 
“Excitin’!”’ piped Douglas, entering 
into the spirit of the thing. 

With a sort of nervous reflex action 
I put down my feet hard on to what I 
hoped might turn out to be a G or a C. 
It didn’t seem to be either, and to add 
to everything my heel got caught 
between the pedals. I tried to with- 
draw from the engagement and lost a 
shoe. The fiendish din went on and 
there seemed no way of stopping it. 
Douglas eventually saved the situation 
by forgetting to pump. 

With my one shoe and purple in the 
face I sank back. 

“Mr. Watkins, is there really no 
simpler way of becoming familiar with 


an organ,” I asked desperately—“a 
hymn on the white notes?” I begged. 
. “Good music the other,” he mur- 
mured, crestfallen. 

I firmly picked up a hymnal and 
with the co-operation of the fascinated 
Douglas chose one and _ laboriously 
picked my way through the first bar. 
There was dead silence from behind, 
then suddenly a ringing baritone burst 
forth. Mr. Watkins was singing. If 
I lost a note, he held it, he pursued me 
across the page striding around with 
his head well back. I lost my head 
and jumped to the next page, but he 
followed me there. He chanted, he 
shook, he almost intoned, and' Douglas 
worked away by my side. 

Shaken to the core, I slunk from the 
church some time later. Douglas 
drooped too—he was exhausted. Mr. 
Watkins alone was jaunty, whistling 
away at his old Minuet and Trio. 

He was not at the church the follow- 
ing Thursday, and though I bought my 
weekly rations from him and we spoke 
of everything under the sun, we never 
mentioned music or the organ. 


° 


“Lover of horses warits to get in touch 
with one with view to helping with food.” 
Adtt. in Sussex paper. 


Carry your nosebag, mate ? 
° ° 


“The Swedes are now being offered at £3 
a ton.”—Daily paper. 


What’s that in roubles? 
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“Well, gentlemen, it seems only yesterday that I was directed 


to our factory... 


Tompion 


OMPION made my long-case 
clock, 


long-face clock 
centuries ago. 


Long since, 

the pendulum 

came to equilibrium 
between intimidating “to,” 
inexorable “‘fro”’: 


its well-commanded, 
bell-commanded, 

timing, chiming voice was dumb 
before the reeling blow 

of August, nineteen-fourteen, made 
men and women know 

Time’s terrible, invisible weight 

can be made to actuate 

the hands of clocks like windmill-sails 
or make them move, oh, achingly, 
sundial-shadow slow. 


? 


So, as it would not go, 

with new barbarians at the gate 

the barbarian in me late ; 

prompted me to turn my clock, 

my long-face, long-case Tompion clock, 

into a radio: 

I cut a panel in its stout oak breast, 

disturbed the pendulum’s long rest, 

and in the mute, protesting breast 

put coils to serve it for a heart 

and little valves to glow 

and burn up Time, which burns up 
men— 

and there it stands, to show— 


@ moral ? 


I don’t know: 
A petty triumph over Time ? 
But Tompion gives me Big Ben’s chime 
with grim resonance, night by night, 
to make my blood run slow. 

R.C.S. 
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A Blow for Freedom 


T was a dull and brutish day. The 
i] library of the club was stuffy, 
morgue-like and full of retired tea- 
planters paddling gingerly in their 
football pools. Since an injudicious 
lunch my metabolism had proceeded 
inharmoniously. I felt despondent 
about the inner meaning of being. 

“Mr. Bingle!” keened a page-boy, 
taking no natural pleasure in this 
privileged rupture of the silence rule. 
He looked very sad. It came home to 
me with poignancy how black the 
hours must be when most of them are 
spent trailing up and down stairs 
bawling for Mr. Bingles who are prob- 
ably in Aberystwyth. My heart went 
out to the little lad. 

“Mr. Bingle!” he cried again, but 
without hope. 

I beckoned him over to the chair in 
which I lay prone. 

““Someonehasneedofme?” Tasked. 

It was good to see his eyes brighten. 
Perhaps I was his first triumph. 

“Wanted on the ’phone, sir.” 

By whom 2 

“Dunno, sir.” 

I strode with him firmly down the 
stairs. My prompting had been nothing 
but humane. I looked forward to 
being Mr. Bingle. 

“There y’are, sir,” said the boy, 
proudly pointing to a box. 

“Find out who it is.” Prudence sets 
some limits, beyond which I felt lay 
Mrs. Bingle. 

“Tt’sa Mr. ’Arris, sir,” he whispered. 

“Ha, Harris,” I said. 

“You’ve been a long time, Bingle,” 
came a voice sharply, a voice to which 
I failed altogether to take. 

“T was polishing my nails in the 
slumber-room,” I said. 

“You sound very funny. Sort of 
muffled.” 

“It’s always the same with double 


pneumonia.” 

“Double——?” 

“Pneumonia. Spent the night on 
the Embankment. Been out with the 
boys.” 


“Look here, Bingle, I don’t like 
your tone.” 

“That’s what they all said in Harley 
Street this morning.” 

The man at the other end, whom I 
judged to have a lumpish diamond in 
his tie, could be heard making a great 
effort at restraint. 

“How are things going?” he rasped. 

“Very slowly,” I told him. 

“You know how anxious we are to 
get this affair settled?” 

“So am I,” I said warmly. 
sick and tired of it.” 
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“Buckwheat considers it extremely 
urgent.” 

“Buckwheat is a damned fool,” I 
said. 

“Really, Bingle!”’ 

Did I nevertheless detect a note of 
respect, even of anxiety, which had 
been quite lacking from his original 
remarks? I rather thought I did. It 
seemed to me Bingle had been playing 
his cards badly. He appeared to be 
in some kind of key-position, and yet 
to be permitting this Harris to walk 
all over his face. A practical sym- 
pathy with Bingle and his dependants 
seized me. 

“T honestly don’t know if I can be 
bothered to go on,” I said. 

“Bingle, your attitude amazes 

“Tt doesn’t me,” I said, “I’ve been 
going into the profits.” 

“We've been over all that before.” 

“TLet’s go all over it again. If you 
put my slice on a_butter-dish it 
wouldn’t show.” 

“Buckwheat and I feel we are being 
more than generous, Bingle.” 

“But even if it were ten times as 
big, after the offer I’ve had to-day 
from America I don’t see how I can 
afford not to ask you and Buckwheat 
to take a running jump at yourselves.” 

There was an ugly hydraulic sound 
at the other end, wherever that 
might be. 

“America? Not Gumstein ?”’ 

“That’s neither here nor there,” I 
said. Nor was it. I refreshed myself 
with a little snuff, of a blend first 
concocted for the pleasure of Queen 
Victoria’s mother, and waited. 

“Bingle, old boy, I wonder if you’re 
free for dinner?” 

“T’m dining with a gorilla at the 
House of Lords.” 

** Because we mustn’t be hasty about 
all this, must we? You know how 
much Buckwheat and I value your 
services.” 

“You bet I do,” I said. 

“Suppose we double your whack ? 


“T could go back and finish polishing 
my nails.” 

“Come, old boy, a joke’s a joke.” 

I have known that for a long time. 

“Look here, I don’t know what old 
Buckwheat'll say, but will you carry 
on if we treble?” 

“T might,” I said. “If I have it in 
writing by to-morrow morning.” 

“T say, you are a tiger, Bingle!” 

“Aren’t I?” I said, and hung up. 

And now I suppose I must look for 
another club. ERIc. 


The Intellectual and 
His Mate 


IGH-SOULED am I and heter- 
H odox, 
As can most easily be seen, 
For I wear parti-coloured socks 
Glowing in glorious red and green. 


My sandals liberate my toes 
That thirst to drink the limpid air; 
And, furthermore, the whole world 
knows 
How splendid are the socks I wear. 


Bright as the dawn, the argent-speared, 
That strides across the morning dews, 

I poke my cocky pointed beard 
Above a shirt of many hues. 


Whereas I step with conscious pride 
In purple trousers, ocean-bright, 

The lank-haired lady by my side 
Wears a drab jumper day and night. 


This is by Nature’s great decree— 
Adornment doth become the male; 

Crested and curled and combed is he, 
His consort pudgy, short and pale. 


I roast the hordes of Academe 
In my sharp tongue’s embittered 
fires, 
While she, in goggle-witted dream, 
Trots by my elbow and admires. 
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BATEMars. 


UGH Mosman-Cremorne 
longed to one of Sydney’s 
oldest families, and a number 

ot fashionable visitors were in the 
court when his case came up. He had 
ten previous traffic convictions, includ- 
ing one for driving under the influence. 
This time he was up for drunken 
driving again, and it was expected 
that Mr. Saunders, Stipendiary Magis- 
trate, would rock it in. He did. 

“You are a wealthy young ne’er-do- 
well of a type all too common in 
Australia,” he said. ‘“‘Iintend tomake 
an example of you. I sentence you to 
twelve months’ imprisonment with 
hard labour. However,” he added, 
“I’m going to offer you one chance 
to redeem yourself. I shall suspend 
sentence on condition that you emi- 
grate to Britain. A few years’ rough- 
ing it in the Mother country might 
make a man of you.” 

The elegantly dressed young man in 
the dock put his head in his hands. 
“T couldn’t face it,” he said brokenly. 
Then his father came over and spoke 
to him in a pleading tone. Suddenly 
Hugh Mosman-Cremorne squared his 
shoulders and looked the magistrate in 
the face. 

“Very well, your worship,” he said. 
“T’ll go out to Britain.” 

Next day the Sydney Argus published 
a leading article on the case. ‘‘Most 
people will approve the wise decision 
of Mr. Saunders, 8.M.,” it said. “Many 
young men whose characters have been 
undermined by a life of indulgence in 
Australia would benefit from a fresh 
start in the Old Country. 

“The case recalls another issue—the 
recent proposals for establishing an 
Australian penal settlement in Great 
Britain. The present overcrowded 
conditions in our gaols give powerful 
support to this suggestion. It has been 
opposed by the Howard Prison Reform 
League on the grounds that it is 
inhumane. Yet this is surely mis- 
placed sentimentality. Transportation 
to Britain, with its more bracing 
climate and rigorous life, might rebuild 
the character of many an Australian 
felon .. .” 

Before Mosman-Cremorne was due 
to sail his family bought him a com- 
plete outfit of British-made clothes. 
“You won’t get another chance to 
obtain these, my boy,” his father said. 
The young exile was to be grateful for 
those export-quality suits and over- 
coats in the grim years ahead. 

There were pathetic scenes as the 
emigrant ship was about to leave 

Woolloomooloo Dock. Around him, 


Remittance Man 


saying a last good-bye to their families, 
were Mosman-Cremorne’s fellow-pas- 
sengers—shabbily-dressed chorus boys, 
Rhodes Scholars, and confidence men 
who had decided to sever their ties 
with home and try their luck in the 
Old World. 

Mosman -Cremorne’s _ sweetheart, 
Pamela Vaucluse, was in tears. 

“Don’t cry, darling,” he said. “I'll 
make good out there, somehow. Then 
I'll send for you—if you'll come.” 

“Of course I will,” she whispered 
bravely. “I wouldn’t mind going to 
Britain, I’d go anywhere with you.” 

The first weeks in London nearly 
broke Mosman -Cremorne’s _ spirit. 
Shivering at night in his bed-sitting- 
room in Fitzjohn’s Avenue, Hampstead, 
nibbling a little dried egg and margar- 
ine, hesuffered agonies of homesickness. 
At first the lean, leathery Civil Servants 
who lived in the same building—men 
seasoned by years of hardship—looked 
askance at the inexperienced ‘new 
chum.” They laughed at his distress 
when he had to stand in a fish-queue, 
or was trampled by the peak-hour 
crowd at Holborn Tube Station. 

But one of them, a grizzled veteran 
from the Home Office, took a liking 
to the raw stripling from down under. 
Good-naturedly he showed him how to 
obtain a packet of cigarettes, and how 
to deal with a laundry employee. 
“You soon learn, young ‘un,” he 
said. 

Despite their lack of polish, Mosman- 
Cremorne could not help liking these 
rugged, democratic Englishmen he met 
in Hampstead. Many of them were 
Old Wykehamists and Rugbeians. 
They saw in Mosman-Cremorne the 
product of an effete Australian aristo- 
cracy, reared in a luxury unknown to 
them. But they did not hold it 
against him. They were willing to 
judge him as a man. 
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The small monthly cheques which he 
received from the pater did not go far, 
and he felt it necessary to get a job. 
But this was not easy. English em- 
ployers, he found, demanded experi- 
ence and skill. Things were not the 
same as. they were back in Sydney, 
where good breeding, family con- 
nections, and membership of the right 
clubs would ensure a lucrative post. 

A chance meeting with a black 
market operator named Phil the Gyp 
suggested a solution of his difficulty. 
Mosman-Cremorne called on him and 
asked for a job. 

“‘T dunno,” said the racketeer. ‘‘ Yer 
look a bit of a softie to me. You’re 
not back in Australia now, yer know. 
Things are tough ’ere.” 

“T know that, sir,” said Mosman- 
Cremorne. ‘All I ask is to be given 
a chance.” 

Phil the Gyp took him on as a 
general hand. He had to drive car- 
loads of stolen cigarettes and help with 
the paper work. The organization 
operated from behind a dolls’ hospital 
in Stoke Newington. Their chief 
problem was a gang of Poles which had 
moved into their territory. : 

The turning-point in Mosman-Cre- 
morne’s career was the night he 
slugged it out, man to man, with “Big 
Henryk” Sienkiewicz, leader of the 
Polish gang, in an alley at Golder’s 
Green. Phil the Gyp was delighted. 

“T told yer that young lah-de-dah 


‘from the colonies ’ad plenty of pluck,” 


he said to a lieutenant. 

It had been a struggle, but Mosman- 
Cremorne was now a rising man in the 
business. He wrote asking Pamela to 
join him. ‘I could never go back to 
Australia now,” he said. ‘‘There’s 
something that thrills you about 
Britain, with its vast crowded spaces. 
This is a man’s country.” 

She left Sydney by the next boat. 
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“It may be that you are not accustomed to the rich food on board, sir.” 


4 
PS 
Me 4, 
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“George, dear, how do you spell * phenomenon’ ?” 
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Ways 
in which 
we serve 


giving lapels 


perfection 
a new line 
The double-breasted jacket Prine Angler, <—> 


the same satisfaction the housewife 
experiences in finding, at her regular 
retailer, some of the Heinz ‘57 


need have only two buttons, 
the lower one buttoning. 


The lapel is longer and Veshetien” F 
narrower. The sleeve tapers These outstanding Quality Foods are Z| 
to a smaller cuff. Generous being asked for by more people more 
fullness of shoulder and often than ever before. Supreme 
back streamlines prominent quality is the reason. : 
outlines. The younger figure 
gains height and distinction. 
To incorporate the best SA 
Austin Reed test VARIETIES 
OF REGENT STREET in our bespoke tailoring has ALREADY ABOUT : Oven Baked Beans, Spaghetti, Salad Cream, 
London & Principal Cities always been a part of the Mayonnaise, Soups, Sandwich Spread, Pickles, Vinegar, Vegetable 
London Telephone: Regent 6789 Austin Reed service. Salad, and Strained Foods for Babies. 


_ This is the shape 


and size 

of Weston’s 
Chocolate 
Table Fingers 


but it’s the test of taste that matters. So smooth and 
rich is the chocolate, so crisp and good is the biscuit 
inside. And you get 20 or more in a quarter pound! 
Your grocer may not always have them, but when he 
can supply you, how delightfully you will be rewarded 


for asking. CROOKES HALIBUT OIL 


9 OBTAINABLE ONLY FROM CHEMISTS 


BISCUITS 


elight in 
Be | C16 
‘ 
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WELCOMBE HOTEL 


STRATFORD-UPON-AVON 
An Hotel with the atmosphere of a Country House, 
set in English parkland which was once part of William 
Shakespeare’s Estate. 


Your instructions for accommodation addressed to 
the Resident Manager will receive immediate attention. 


OPEN THROUGHOUT THE YEAR 


BRITISH RAILWAYS HOTEL SERVICES 
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LAMPORTs: | 
HOLT LINE| 


SOUTH AMERICA 


Regular Cargo and Passenger Service from 


LIVERPOOL, GLASGOW, LONDON 
AND MIDDLESBROUGH TO 


BRAZIL & RIVER PLATE 


also between NEW YORK, BRAZIL and RIVER PLATE and 
ANTWERP, BRAZIL and RIVER PLATE, 
For terticulars apply 
AMPORT & HOLT LINE LTD. 


Royal Liver Building, Liverpool, 3 (Tel.: CENtral 5650) ; 85 Grace- 
church Street, London, E.C.3 (Tel. : Mansion House, 7533); or Agents. 


‘7 

co 
as 

& HOLIDAYS 


Harrogate offers you a con- 
stant round of pleasure, enter- 
tainment and sport, of music 
and dancing, visits of Britain’s 
finest orchestras, the latest 
films, tennis and golf tourna- 
ments, flower shows, musical 
festivals these are but a few 
of the numerous attractions of 
this famous resort. 
A town of marvellous gardens, 
of fashionable shops and mag- 
nificent hotels in a countryside 
noted for its charming scenery 
and historic places—Harrogate 
invites you for your greatest 
holiday. 


Holiday Guide from R. D. Baxter, 
Information Bureau, Harrogate. 


MATLOCK, Derbyshire 
Smedley’s 
Hydro 


Founded in 1853 by the late 
John Smedley. It provides under 


In achieving perfection 
quality must be as consistent 
in detail as in fundamentals 


ROLLS ROYCE 


are supplied with 


CHAMPION 


SAUNTON SANDS HOTEL 


Facing South and overlooking 
Bideford Bay with its 
miles of sands. 
SURFING SQUASH 

TENNIS DANCING 
120 Rooms—Every modern 
Convenience. Private Baths 
and Suites. 


Enquiries to: The Manager, 
SAUNTON SANDS HOTEL, 


Nr. Braunton, North Devon. 
Croyde 212 


Royal Hotel 


$CARBOROUGH 


A tote of Listnction 
Lounge and sun terrace overlooking 
sea. Club Room two Billiard tables and 
card lounge. Games Rooms, Nursery. 
Ballroom, Lounge and 
Dance Orchestra. 
Own market gardens 
and farm. Accommod- 
ation 260. Terms 26/+ 
to 36/- per day. 
Managing Director 


\_ T. LAUGHTON LA 


PLUGS 


one roof a wide range of Hydro- 

pathic and other treatments, and 

in addition abundant facilities 

for a pleasant holiday. 

TERMS FROM 21/- PER DAY, 
INCLUSIVE. 


Illustrated folder on application. 


LIMITED 


LI VL? 


§ 
§ 
§ 
§ 
§ 
§ 
§ 
§ 


CHAMPION SPARKING PLUG COMPANY 


FOR DOUBLE VALUE HOLIDAYS! 
Celebrated Holiday and Health Centre in the 
glorious Shakespeare Country. Booklet free 
from Spa Manager, Dept. 11 Pump Room. 


FELTHAM, MIDDLESEX 


All shrewd Judges smoke 


BRIAR 


The demand for Orlik pipes far exceeds 
the supply, but the quality is still as good 
as ever. If you have difficulty in obtain- tr 4 

ing a genuine Orlik London-made pipe, 
please write to us tor address of the y 

nearest ‘lobacconist who may be able to 
supply you. 


L. ORLIK LTD. 
17-18, Old Bond St., London,W.1 
Established 1899 


Also PETROL LIGHTERS & POUCHES 


Orlik wind-proof Petrol Lighters give a sure 
light for cigarette or pipe, indoors or Out. 
Orlik Pouches in a variety of styles. 


Votrix 
Vermouth 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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| In the bars of all the leading West End Hotels. 7 
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In every part of the World—North, 


South, East and West, there are 


“? 


Broad Cut. 


or 


In Fine Cut 
Double 


Lady Nicotine." 


kers who prefer Craven 


Mixture—one of the finest and 
most famous tobaccos ever made. 


pipe smo 


“Tt is a Tobacco to live for ” sir sames Barrie, in 


4 


AON 


SA 


KILMARNOCK 


SAXONE SHOE COMPANY LIMITED 


Lat. 1815. Suppliers to the Wholesale Trade 


4. B. LEWIS & SONS, LTD., Nottingham. 


a can 


There is a special dressing for White Suede and Kid Shoes, 


Meltonian White Kid Cleaner 
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The Fame of 
Farrah’s 


For well over a century 
Farrah’s has been the first 
choice for thousands of 
discriminating sweet- 
tooths.”’ It is as delicious 
to-day as ever. 


From high-class confec- 
tioners, or by post, 
enclosing Personal Points 
page, which will be - 
returned. 4/7 for I Ib. 


ORIGINAL 
HARROGATE 


TOFFEE 


JOHN FARRAH & HARROGATE TOFFEE LTD., HARROGATE. 
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Manufactured entirely in London, England 
You can always depend 
on the quality of Barling 
Pipe Craft. For 135 


years Barling Pipes 


AFT 
ype CR 
have been noted for P oom 


their supreme excellence—the perfect pipe in every way. 
Take care of your Barling Pipe. When available the very 
limited supplies are sent to Barling Agents. 

Manufactured by B. BARLING & SONS 


“ Makers of the World’s Finest Pipes” 
(Established in London, 1812) 


The Finest. 
Liqueur 
Indispensable 
in Cocktails 


MANUFACTURERS 
OF 


BRIGHT STEEL BARS 


HALESOWEN STEEL 


co. LTD. 


HALESOWEN. NR. BIRMINGHAM. 


€4 VICTORIA STREET, 
LONDON, S.W.1, 


8 CHATHAM ST, 
MANCHESTER 1, 


NO MORE DIRTY HANDS 
derm@Oclean 


Trade Mark 
Rub “Dermoclean” into the hands before doing 
dirty work in Garage, Garden or House, Ordinary 
washing then leaves hands clean and smooth. 
2/24d. per pot, incl. Tax. From all Chemists and 


tores. 
CLAY & ABRAHAM LTD., LIVERPOOL. 


For those who feel entitled to a little self- 


indulgence — now and then..... 


PLAYER'S NUM BER 4 


THE EXTRA QUALITY 


Shippers of 
fine wines for a century 


John E. Fells & Sons Ltd., London, S.E.1 


VIGOROUS 
HEALTHY HAIR 


The daily application to the scalp of 
KOKO FOR THE HAIR, followed by 
finger-tip massage, is the secret of hair 
that is healthy, vigorous and lustrous. 

Members of three Royal Families have 
used KOKO, which can claim over 50 
years’ unparalleled success as a delight- 
fully perfumed Tonic Hair Dressing. 
Thousands, including many Stage and 
Screen Stars, have testified to its remark- 
able efficacy. 

Obtainable from Boots, Timothy Whites 
and Taylors and all good chemists at 2/11 and 
5/10 per bottle (including tax), or post free 
from KOKO Maricopas Co., Ltd., 3, Fleet 


FOR THE 


CA138 


CIGARETTE 


THOMAS KERFOOT 
& CO. LTD. 


No more shaving worries—if 
you use a KROPP Razor. 
The KROPP gives you a quick, 
clean shave, every day of your 
life. It’s a craftsman’s razor 
— British made from finest 
Sheffield steel. 


The Ideal GIFT 
for a Man. 

Black Handles, 16/6, tax 
ncluded. Of Hair- 


dressers, Cutlers & 
Stores. Please 
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John Cobb used K.L.G. plugs for the 
Land Speed Record of 3942 m.p.h. 


K.L.G. SPARKING PLUGS LTD., AN ASSOCIATED COMPANY OF THE MOTOR 
ACCESSORY DIVISION OF S. SMITH AND SONS (ENGLAND) LIMITED 


This unusual gatehouse to lovely r7th Century 
Stanway House, Glos. was designed by Inigo Jones. 


Occupying a unique position in British Motoring, the Jaguar, at the same time, 
enjoys universal approval. Tangible evidence of this has been given at the 
Paris, Geneva and Brussels Exhibitions as well as throughout the Empire 
and the Americas. Jaguar Cars are naturally proud of their success in 
Britain’s etport drive. Jaguar Cars Limited, Holbrook Lane, Coventry. 


THE FINEST CAR OF ITS CLASS IN THE WORLD 


thanks to the 
DOUBLE-DENSE LATHER OF 


ERASMIG*Stcx’ 


POWER TO SPARE 


LDHAD) BATTERY 


if it’s an 


OLDHAM & SON LTD * DENTON ' MANCHESTER Tel: Denton 2431. Est. 1965 
London ; Derbyshire Hse., St. Chad's St., W.C.1. Depots ; London, B'ham, Glasgow, Belfast, Dublin 
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goodness 
in 
Robertson 


Gode® 
od 3° ° 
+ 9° 
JAMES ROBERTSON & SONS (P.M.) LTD, 
Paisley, Manchester, Bristol, London. 


WARNES OF WORTHING 
Telephone : WORTHING 2222 


FRESH AIR 


—nature’s cure for many ills, yet unattainable 
by thousands of mothers and children living in 
our crowded cities and towns. Church Army 
Fresh Air Department makes holidays possible. 
Please help this work by sending a gift to The 
Rev. Prebendary Hubert H. Treacher, Church 
Army, 55, Bryanston St., London, W.1. 


=TUROG 


Meltis 


PREMIERE 
REISSUE 


... now back to grace 
every exclusive occasion. 


6 VARIETIES containing FRUIT LIQUEUR 
Gooseberry, Pear, Raspberry, Lemon, 
Grapefruit, Tangerine, 2/4 4-lb., 4/8 


MELTIS LTD., London and Bedford 


"VE SAVED MY JAM JARS AND 


CLOSURES 


NOW! 


They say that if I leave it late again I'll have 
even greater difficulty, and I can’t afford to be 
without my Snap-Bottled Fruit. After all, 
they’re only 2/6d. a packet, for 1-Ib. or 2-Ib. size. 
Genuine Spare Rubber Rings 6d. a packet. 


GRABAM FARISA CTD 


BROMLEY¥Y--+-- KENT 
Branches at BRISTOL and MANCKESTER 


Nicholson 


Gin 
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More than meets the eye 


THERE’S more than surface good looks to a Ferranti Electric 
Clock. We think the works are just as important (that’s 
why we’ve shown them here). 


Not that we’ve anything against good 

looks. The new range of Ferranti Ferranti 
Clocks has been designed to make ee 
the best use of both modern and 

traditional materials, It includes ELECTRIC 
clocks in wood cases, in plastics, and 

clocks which make decorative use of CLOCKS 
glass and metal. 7 


THE GREAT COMFORT ABOUT PEL WESTING CHAIRS- 


xxi 


LECTURE 
6:30 P.M. 


AND TAKE UP WEXT TO WO SPACE IN STORAGE! 


When seats are needed, these Pel Nesting Chairs Ee 
provide everything you could ask for in comfort 
and good looks. But when it’s space you want, 
they rise so well to the occasion that a stack of 
20 occupies only 5 square feet of floor space! 
The high quality steel tubing gives great strength 
with the minimum of weight, makes for easy. 
handling and a very long hard-wearing life. 
Inevitably, these days, there’s a priority list, and 
a waiting list for Pel Nesting Furniture. But 
let us know your needs and we will tell you if, 
and how soon, we can help. 


| CHAURS suns 


Model RP6 


Made by PEL LTD., OLDBURY, BIRMINGHAM 


London Office : 15 Henrietta Place, W.t. A @ PRopucT 


POP: 


AT THE FRIENDLY INN 


Specially drawn for The Brewers’ Society by 


Steven Spurrier A.R.A. 


Our resources in fine leaf enable us to extend the benefits of the 
Rothman Service to a limited number of new customers. 
Regular supplies of Pall Mall de Luxe are available. 
Write Rothmans Ltd. (Folio H 2) 5 Pall Mall, S.W.1. 


Rothman 


THE BEST-KNOWN TOBACCONIST 
IN THE WORLD 


THAT THEY GAN BE SET OUT IN A FEW MIMUTES- 

| 

RRANT! | 

FERRANTI LTD. MOSTON MANCHESTER 10; & 36 KINGSWAY LONDON WC2 

? 

i 
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The surface that can take it 


The processing of cotton and 
wool yarns plays Old Harry 
with ordinary metals, but here 
is an example of tricky tube 
manipulation in stainless steel de- 
signed to play Old Harry with Old 
Harry himself and at the same time 
relieve the manufacturer of one of his 
more troublesome problems. 

W/ Admitting that it is not customary for 


This Farm Road surfaced with The colour of the finished ' 4 the best arguments to have holes in them, 
COLAS is clean, dust-free and surface depends on the colour of ’, Accles & Pollock point 
good to look at. COLAS can be the chippings used for the final | \ out that their steel 
laid in almost any weather coat. For all surfacing jobs om tubes have always been 
without skilled labour or special —from a garden path to a public GY yy noted for their ex- 
apparatus. Resistant to wear highway — specify COLAS, OUT 1\\ ceptional qualities, and 
and weather it lasts for years the long-lasting, inexpensive this one is no exception. 
without attention. road emulsion. 


ACCLES & POLLOCK 


LTD 


| Makers & manipulators of seamless tubes in stainless & other steels — 
| 
| 


COLAS 


EMULtSItON 


: Colas Products Ltd., 418-422, Strand, London, W.C.2. Tel: Temple Bar 9841 | A a) COMPANY - OLDBURY - BIRMINGHAM 


A pipeful of Chairman is in- 
valuable when one wishes to 
bear down upon a problem. 
Chairman assists concentration, 
ty perception, and points 
the judgment. For the man 

What’s your colour temperature? 
helps his planning it is the 

ideal choice. One of Chance’s newest technical glasses goes by the name of OB9. 


Chance OB9 is a Photometric Colour-Temperature Conversion Filter. 


é Chairman A piece 1.6 mm thick will convert a light source at 2250°K to 2870°K, 


if you see what we mean. 


I ob AaCCO What, you don’t? Well, even though your interest in glass may express 


itself in altogether simpler terms, it’s comfortable to reflect that 
whatever you get from us is every bit as good, in its own way, as our 
4 /2 3 spieat OB9 is at temperature conversion. There’s no better glass than... 


In 2 oz. 


ar lan Rance. 


cets, 


Charman, met, FOR SCIENCE, INDUSTRY AND THE HOME | 
Boardman’s, mild; Recorder, f CON 5 FRI 
ifficu : ane : CHANCE BROTHERS LIMITED, Glass-maker: 1824, produce Optical Gl 
dit ‘Hysil’ (regd.) Laboratory Glassware, and ired Glass for Building, ST Re U R § 
on, Lighting Glassware, Scientific and other Specialised Glass Products ; Lighthouses, Marine and TYBURN ERDINGTON 


Aviation Lighting Equipment, etc. Head — Smethwick 40, nr. Birmingham. London Office: 
@2 28, St. James’s Square, S.W.1. ranch Works at Glasgow, St. Helens and Malvern. 


BIRMINGHAM 24 
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SPARKCET 


Beautiful and distinctive . . .in chromium 
or enamel with red, green ‘or black relief. 
Price complete with Drip Tray 74/9d. 
Supplies very limited. 

REPAIR SERVICE-—Old Sparklets 
Syphons can now be renovated or re- 
paired quickly at moderate cost... 
Write for particulars of the New Stream- 
line Syphons or Syphon Repair Service 
to: 


SPARKLETS LTD. LONDON NI8 


HARDING, TILTON & HARTLEY LTD., LONDON and TAUNTON. 


n gardens 


Poets from Chaucer to Rupert 
Brooke have echoed the affection 
we all feel for our gardens. 


And the lawn is such a part of 
the garden that only the finest 
mower is good enough. The J.P. 
range now includes the new 
Simplex power-model, as well as 
a wide choice of hand machines. 
Ask your dealer for details. 

Export demands mean that it 
is taking us longer to catch up 
with home market requirements, 
but every effort is being made to 

satisfy our friends 
at home. 


. . for future reference 


Manufactured by 


J.P. ENCINEERING CO. LTD. 
eS Rd, Leicester Phone 27542 


Stern lanterns, lit by a great many candles, were 
useful for keeping station and were a means of 
computing direction and speed of other vessels. 
The. Great Lantern carried by the ‘‘Sovereign of 
the Seas’’ (1637), ‘‘would hold ten persons to 
stand upright without shouldering or pressing one 


another.”’ 
THE 


StGARETTES 
20 for 3/10 
MANUFACTURED BY W. D. & H. O. WILLS 


[’'VE FAIRLY BEEN RUSHED 
OFF MY FEET 


Ever since Robinson’s Lemon Barley Water came back 
in bottles it’s been ‘ Hethers, another glass. please ’; 
* Hethers, some more Robinson’s’; Hethers here, there 
and everywhere. But bless you madam, it’s been a 
pleasure to see you all enjoy yourselves and hard work 
never killed anyone. It’s one of nature’s artful dodges, to 
make a drink taste so nice, that’s so good for everyone. 
Certainly, madam, and another glass for the little one 
too? Coming, sir. 


Robinson's 
LEMON BARLEY WATER 


CVvS-15& 


says OLD HETHERS 
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==8OBINSONS- — 
Branch of The Imperial Tobacco Co. (of Great Britain & Ireland), Ltd. eT2Aly ; 
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@ REFILL TAKES 
OUT TO WASH 

@ HANDLEBACK 

NEVER 


BY WAT! 
@ ABSOLUTE 
Pare T BRUSH BASE 


PERFUME HAIRBRUSH 


MONTGOMERIE & CO:LTD- IBROX: GLASGOW. 
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Mr. Gerald!-News! 
Don’t turn pale, Sir-it’s 
Goon news for once-news to celebrate- 
Rose’s Lime Juice is back again. Gin 
and limes, real ones, are ready, Sir. 


ROSE’S juice 


— it’s back again! 


/ 
/ 


Built from standardised 
cast iron plates. 
Inside or outside flanges. 


Oricinae CLEANER 
SUPRLIES STILL LIMITED 


Joseph Picher 
Sheffield, 


ing & Som 
are ele 


The continued popularity of Aertex cellular 
fabric over sixty years has led to many inferior 
imitations, often loosely 
described as “‘Aertex.” But 
the real Aertex is unique. 
It has never been success- 


Genuine 
Aertex garments 
bear this | 


fully copied. You can tell] 
but only one —and utility 


AERTEX®2_ 


Healthy dogs 
make good companions 


BOB MARTIN’S 
Condition Powder Tablets 


keep dogs fit 3 


| Best Wxitish Weushes DAN 
SA 
< | 
| ¢ KERFOOT 
| 
| KERFOOT & CO LTD BARDSLEY 
e 
Brushes beauty ond fragrance many 
into hair! I 
ei G.B. Kent & Sons Ltd., 24 Old Bond St., London, W.1 wes 
Hurrah. AL INE 
BREAD) 
for 
=> + 
delicious food. - | Re 
digested i 
— 
ANTE & | 
a on, PARK WORKS, MANCHESTER, 10 | 


BALKAN SOBRANIE CIGARE 


\ 


OLIDAYS are a very English 

invention and Bank Holidays a 
proof that any excuse will do for 
neglecting our work. Only in recent 
years have we justified our laziness 
by reference to fatigue tests and lack 
of sunshine. The best reason for 
holidays is that we want them, and 
the best advertisement for our 


THE WHITE-WAY 


TO BEAT 


THE BLACK MARKET 


Our British Wines are still sold at 
very economical prices and repre- 
sent the best value in wine 
obtainable today. They are of 
good alcoholic strength and the 
name “‘WHITEWAY” on a 
label has been a guarantee of 
purity and quality for over 50 


years. 
national common sense is that we 


take them . . . And the wise holiday- 
maker makes sure of his Balkan 
Sobranie before he rings for the taxi; 
he looks forward to a long satisfying 
smoking and an aroma doubly sweet 
because for the nonce he is a free man 
enjoying his well-earned leisure. 


“4 


SOBRANIE 


ITEWAY’S 


BRITISH WINES 


CVS-1o1 


| DON'T CARE IF JAMES 
MASON 1S JUST COMIN' 

ON — (VE LOST ONE OF 

MY WILKINSON'S 

LIQUORICE ALLSORTS 


FOR YOU AT AGE 55 


£5,000 for your Family. 
Whilst building up this retirement fund 


This cash sum, or a personal Retirement 
Income of £400 a year guaranteed for life 


SERVICE 


from age 55, will secure your independence 
inlater years. Evenif you are in an occupa- 
tion(forexample,a CivilServantor Teacher) 
entitling you to a pension, you will be glad of 
the extra annual income this plan provides. 


_ Take, for example, ages up to 45, this 
is how the plan operates—for women it is 
slightly varied. You make agreed regular 
monthly, quarterly or yearly payments 
to the Sun Life of Canada—the great 
annuity Company—and at 55 you will 
receive £6,530, plus accumulated dividends 
~——or £400 a year for life and accumulated 
dividends. If you are over 45 the benefits 
are available at a later age. 


or pension, your family is provided for. 
Should you not live to reap the reward 
yourself your family will receive £5,000, 
even if you live to make only one payment. 
Income-Tax Saved. 

On every payment you make, you 
receive the appropriate rebate of income- 
tax—a concession which will save you a 
considerable sum during the period. 


Over 1,000,000 Men and Women! 
Through the Sun Life Assurance Com- 


pany of Canada, over 1,000,000 men and All Valves rep! 
women have i for th 1 or 

their families by policies guaranteeing the A Small Rental 
payment to them of £855,767,000. Covers 


for Economical Listening! 


Prompt delivery at 
most Branches * 


Maintenance and 
Service completely FREE! 


FREE ! 


EVERYTHING! 


By filling up and sending the enquiry form you can obtain details suited to your 
personal requirements. Also your son or daughter would tly benefit by them- 
selves taking up the plan, which covers all amounts of savings from as little as £1 
per month, and the cash and pension can be arranged in most cases to commence 
either at age 50, 55, 60, or 65. It is the safest and most profitable way of providing 
financially for you and yours, and the m for your family starts from 
your first payment. 


FILL IN THIS FORM NOW POSTAGE ONE PENNY IF UNSEALED 


To M. MACAULAY (General Manager for British Isles), 
SUN LIFE ASSURANCE CO. OF CANADA 


(Incorporated in Canada in 1865 as a Limited Company), 
22, Sun of Canada House, Cockspur St., London, S.W.1. 


I should like to know more about your Plan, as advertised, without incurring 


any obligation. 


Obtainable only from Retailers. 
JAMES NEILL & CO. (GHEFPIELD) LTD. 


. Exact date of birth 


¥ See Telephone Directory for local address. 


RENTALS from 1/9 to 4/- week —- 
Reducing 
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CORN 


is Its safer 
dd. each, Powders quicker 


1}d. h, Combin- 
ation Pack (a com. easier 
ete outfit) 9d. 
rom Boots, Taylos surer 
and most good 
chemists and stores. 


Punch Summer Number, May to 1948 XXV 3 

q 
if | 4 

4 
4 
= 

ak“... 
Or B = 
7 

> EAE FOR 


There is a feeling of restfulness 
throughout the house. Worry 
= anxiety have given place to 
ief and cheerfulness. 
BABY IS ON 
COW & GATE NOW! 
Look at him! All chuckles and 
chubbiness — weight increasing 
—sound bones forming— 
brimming with health, happi- 
ness and vitality. 
HE CAN’T SAY 
“COW & GATE” YET, 
BUT HE LOOKS !T! 


| And mother knows that Kia-Ora is so good for 


| grocer for a bottle —it’s purely delicious ! 
‘KIA-ORA MEANS GOOD HEALTH 


HER WORLD is on train wheels for the first 
time. The countryside flows past the win- 
dow like a gaily-patterned green scarf. And 
at the end of her first railway journey — her 
first Kia-Ora. Never before had she tasted 
such a refreshing and delicious fruit drink. 


children. That’s why she will always ask her 


NEW 
non-utility 
3GNS ONLY! 


Fashioned from hundreds of fine 
materials —checks, pinheads, stripes, 
etc.—notice the clever waistband. 
Your local stockist will have a good 
selection 


GOR-RAY 


Registered 


shudé one better! 


Gor-ray Ltd 107 New Bond St WI 


Regent 


INCORPORATES :— 


@ HANDLES THAT FOLD in a second to save 
space in the home. 


@ SAFETY DEVICE automatically coming into 
action when brake is put on, to prevent 
baby tipping the pram. 

@ AND NUMEROUS OTHER PEDIGREE PRAM FEATURES. 

All good pram shops 

sell Pedigree Prams! 


Made by LINES BROS. LTD., LONDON, S.W.19, ENGLAND 


«Clhawer 


famous for FINE LINENS 
Londen, Belfast, Bournemouth & Liverpool 


‘When buying 
toilet tissue 
I always 
insist on 
Velvex? 


From the smart 
wrapping to the last 
7 sheet, Velvex toilet tissue 
sets a high standard. 
That’s why housewives, who appre- 
ciate good qualit tye put Velvex on 
the shopping-list. Obtainable in pack- 
ets or rolls. 


VELVEX 


TOILET TISSUE 
VELVET CREPE PAPER CO. LTD. 


HOMES 


Please help to 
stock the larder for 


7,000 
¢ needy children by 
§ sending a gift to 
Dr. Barnardo’s 
Homes Food Fund. 


10/- 
food 
21,000 
meals provided daily. 


in their care. 


iE Dr. do not receive Family 


| House, Causeway, 


ESAs. 
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Ask the 


policeman’s 
mother... 


Safety first... 


She buys ‘ Dayella’ because 
she knows she can depend 
on its quality always. 


Keep on the look out. 


Sometimes ‘ Dayella’ children’s clothes 
are not in your usual shop exactly 
when you want them, they’re so 
popular. But it’s so very well worth 
while to keep a good look out for them. 


Makes life 


smoother... 


*Dayella’ smooths out 
washing worries : it 


launders beautifully. 


‘Davella 


If it shrink s—we replace 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF 


Long distance... 


‘Dayella’ garments go 
onand onandon: they’re 
really amazing for wear. 


“VIYELLA’ AND ‘CLYDELLA’ 


€ WILLIAM HOLLINS & CO. LTD.. VIYELLA HOUSE, CASTLE BOULEVARD, NOTTINGHAM 
Overseas Offices and Representatives throughout the world 
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hes been picked for 


where the best go! 
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